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King  ARTHUR : 

O  R, 

The  BritiCh  Worthy, 


A  T>  FE  K  TI  S  E  M  E  NT. 


Finding  that  feveral of  my  Friends,  in  Buying  my 
Plays,  d^c.  Bound  together,  have  been  impos'd 
on  by  the  Bookfellcrs  foifting  in  a  Play  which  is  not 
I  have  here,  to  prevent  this  for  the  future,  (et 


mine 


d#wn  a  Catalogue  ot  my  Plays  and  Poems  in  Quarto, 
putting  the  Plays  in  the  Order  I  wrote  them. 


fohn  :p}yM' 


ESSAY  on  Dramatick  Po- 
etry.!       'y  ^  J 

Wild  Gallagt^v^^  \/  yf 

Rival  Ladies. 

Indian  Emperor* 

Miiden  Queen. 

Sir  Alartw  Alar r- all. 

Tempeft. 

Evening  Love. 

Royal  Martyr. 

Coiiquell:  of  Gr^tnadx^  in  two 

Parts.* 
Ma-rriagc  AJa-Mode* 
Love  in  a  Nunnery. 

Amboyna, 

State  cf  Innocence. 

All  for  Love. 
Limber  h^m. 

Trod.is  and  Criffida* 
Spdruftj  Fryar. 


Duke  of  Guife.  ^ 
VindidatiQWof  the  tD^e"  of 

f  T-  ■ 

Amphitryon. 
King  Arthur. 

Annus  Mirabilis ,  or,  The 
Year  of  Wonders. 

A  Poem  on  the  Retiirn  of 
King  Charles  II. 

A  Panegyrick  on  the  Coro- 
nation of  King  Charles  11. 

A  Poem  to  the  Lord  Chan- 
cel lor  Hide, 

Ahfolom  and  A^hitofheL 

The  Medal. 

Riligio  Liici. 

Elegy  on  the  Death  of  King 

Charles  11. 
Tlie  ///Wand  Panth'tr. 
A  Poem  on  the  Birth  of  the 

Prince. 


King  ARTHUR; 

O  R, 

TKc  Britidi  Worthy, 

A  T)ramaticl^ 


OPE 


Perfornid  at  th6  QVEENS  Theatre 
By  Their  MAJESTIES  Sei-vants. 


Written  >hy  Mr.  D  R  y  d  e  n. 


Hac  aha  Theatris 


Fandamenta  locaiit :  Scents  decora  alt  a  futmh,  Virg.  i^lneid.  I, 
Purpurea  intcxti  tcUunt  aultta  Britamn,    Gearg.  3.10. 

— ^ — TantoiP  plactnt  concurrerQ  mottu    /Eneid.  ii, 
Jupiter^  ^t^rj7d  Genteis  in  pace  futtiras  ? 

Et  Cekbrare  Domefika  ftiBa.  Hof. 


Loffdort,  Printed  for  Jacob  Totrjon^  at  the  Judges-Head 
in  CbanccryLane  near  FIcetJireet.  i{5f?i. 


V' 


To  the 

MJKQJOISS  o£  HJ ILI FJZ 


My  LOR  2), 

THIS  Poem  was  the  iafl:  Piece  of  Service,  which 
I  had  the  Honour  to  do,  for  my  Gracious 
Mafter,  King  Charles  the  Second :  And 
though  he  liv'd  not  to  iee  the  Performance  of  it,  on 
the  Scage  ;  yet  the  P  r  o  l  o  g  u  e  to  it,  which  was  the 
Opera  of  Albion  and  AlhamuSjW^s  often  pra<5tis'd  before 
Him  at  Whitehall  and  encourag'd  by  His  Royal  Ap* 
probation.  It  was  indeed  a  Time,  which  was  proper 
for  Triumph,  when  He  .had  overcome  all  thofe  Dif- 
ficulties which  forfome  Years  had  perplex'd  His  Peace- 
ful Reign  :  But  when  He  had  juft  reftor'd  His  Peo* 
,  pie  to  their  Senfcs,  and  made  the  latter  End  of  His 
Government,  of  a  piece  with  the  Happy  Beginning 
of  it,  He  was  on  the  fuddain  fnatch'd  away,  from 
the  Blefljngs  and  Acclamations  of  His  Subjects,  who 
arriv'd  fo  late  to  the  Knowledge  of  Him,  that  they 
had  but  juft  time  enough  to  defire  Him  longer,  be- 
fore they  were  to  part  with  Him  for  ever.  Peace  be 
with  the  Aflies  of  fo  Good  a  King  !  Let  His  Humane 
Frailties  be  forgotten  5  and  His  Clemency  and  Mode- 
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ration  ('•he  inherent  Virtues  of  His  Family)  be  re- 
meinbred  with  a  Grateful  Veneration  by  Three  King, 
doms,  through  which  He  fpread  the  Bleflings  of  them* 
Andj  as  your  Lordfliip  held  a  principal  ^lace  in  His 
Efteem^  and  perhaps  the  firft  in  His  Affection,  during 
His  latter  Troubles  5  the  Succefs  which  accompanied 
ihofe  prudent  Counfels,  cannot  but  refled  an  Honour 
on  thofe  few  who  managed  them ,  and  wrought  out^ 
by  their  Faithfulnefs  and  Diligence^  the  Pubhck  Safe* 
ty.  I  might  dilate  on  the  Difficulties  which  attended 
that  Undertaking,  the  Temper  of  the  People,  the 
Power,  Arts  and  Intereft  of  the  contrary  f'arty,  but 
thofe  are  all  of  them  Invidious  Topicks  ;  they  are  toa 
green  in  our  Remembrance  i  and  he  who  touches  on  i 
them,  Incedit  per  ignes^  fup^ojitos  cimri  dolofo.  But 
without  reproaching  one  fide  to  praife  another,  I 
may  juftly  recommend  to  both,  thofe  wholfom  Coun- 
fels,  which  wifely  adminiftred,  and  as  well  executed, 
were  the  Means  of  preventing  a  Givil  War,  and  of 
extinguifhing  a  growing  Fire  which  was  ;uft  ready  to 
have  broken  forth  among  us.  So  many  Wives^  who 
have  yet  their  Husbands  in  their  Arms ;  fo  many  ^'a- 
rems,  who  have  not  the  Number  of  their  Children- 
i  tffen'di  fo  many  Villages,  Towns  and  Cities,  whofe  ^ 
Inhabitants  are  not  decreased,  their  /^roperty  violated, 
or  their  Wealth  diminifh'd,  are  yet  owing  to  the  fbber 
Conduit,  and  happy  Refults  of  your  Advice.  If  i 
true  Account  may  be  expedled  by  future  Ages,  from 
theprelenr,  your  Lordfliip  will  be  delivered  over  to 
Poftefity,  in*  a  fairer  Character  than  I  have  given  : 
And  be.  read,  not  in  the  Preface  of  a  Play,  (whofe 
Author  is  not  vain  enough  to  promife  Immortality  to 
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others,  or  to  hope  it  for  himfelf)  but  in  many  Pages 
of  a  Chronicle,  fiU'd  with /^raifes  of  your  Adminiftra- 
tion.  For  if  Writers  be  jufl:  to  the  Memory  of  King 
CHARLES  the  Second,  they  cannot  deny  him  to  have 
been  an  exa£t  Knovver  of  Mankind,  and  a  perfect 
Diftinguiflier  of  their  Talents.  'Tis  true,  his  Nccet 
fities  often  forcM  him  to  vary  his  Councellours  and 
Councils,  and  fometimes  to  employ  fuch  Perfons  in 
the  Management  of  his  Affairs,  who  were  rather  fit 
for  his  prefent  purpofe,  than  fatisfaftoiy  to  his  Judg- 
ment :  But  where  it  was  Choice  in  him,  not  Compul- 
fion,  he  was  Mafter  of  too  much  good  Senfe  to  delight 
in  heavy  Converiation  ;  and  whatever  his  Favourites 
of  State  might  be,  yet  thofe  of  his  Affection,  were 
Men  of  Wit.  He  was  eafie  with  thele  5  and  comply*d 
only  with  the  former  :  But  in  the  latter  part  of  his 
Life,  which  certainly  required  to  be  moft  cautioufly 
managed,  his  fccret  Thoughts  were  communicated  but 
to  few  i  and  thofe  fclefced  of  that  fort,  who  were 
Affuci  ommum  Horamm^  able  to  advife  him  in  a  ferious 
Confult,  where  his  Honour  and  Safety  were  con- 
cern'd  ;  and  afterwards  capable  of  entertaining  him 
with  pkafant  Difcourle,  as  well  as  profitable.  In 
this  Maturefl:  part  of  his  Age,  when  he  had  been  long 
feafon'd  wich  Difficulties  and  Dangers^and  was  grown 
to  a  Nicenefs  in  his  Choice,  as  being  fatisfied  how  few 
cou'd  be  trufleJ  ;  and,  of  thofe  who  cou'd  be  trufled, 
how  few  cou'd  ferve  him,  he  confined  himfelf  to  a 
fmall  Number  of  Bofom  Friends  ^  amongft  whom,  the 
World  is  much  miftaken,  if  your  Lordfiiip  was  not 
fi.ft. 
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If  the  Rewards  which  you  received  for  thofe  Ser- 
vices, were  only  Honours,  it  rather  fliew'd  the  Ne- 
ceflities  of  the  Times,  than  any  want  of  Kindnefi  in 
your  Royal  Mafter  :  And  as  the  Splendour  of  your 
Fortune  flood  not  in  need  of  being  fupported  by  the 
Crown,  fo  likewife  in  being  fatisfi^d  without  otlur 
Recompence,  you  fliow'd  your  felf  to  be  above  a 
Mercenary  Interefl  ;  and  ftrengthen'd  that  Power^ 
which  beftowed  thofe  Titles  on  you  :  Which  truly 
fpeaking,  were  Marks  of  Acknowledgment  more  than 
Favour. 

Bursas  a  Sl^ilful  Pilot  will  not  be  tempted  out  to  Sea> 
in  fufpedled  Weather,  fo  have  you  wifely  chofen  to 
withdraw  your  felf  from  pubhek  Bufinefs,  when  the 
Face  of  Heaven  grew  troubled ;  and  the  frequent 
Hi'^iting  of  the  Winds  forefhew'd  a  Storo):  There  are 
Times  and  Seafons  when  the  beft  Patriots  are  willing 
to  withdraw  their  Hands  from  the  Commonwealth  i 
as  Phocion  in  his  latter  Days  was  obierv'd  to  decline 
the  Management  of  Affairs :  Or,  as  Ckem^  (to  draw 
the  Simihtude  more  home)  left  the  Pulpit/or  TnfculHm^ 
and  the  praife  of  Oratory,  for  the  fweet  Enjoyments 
of  a  private  Life.  And,  in  the  Happineli  of  thofe 
Retirem.cnts,  has  more  oblig'd  Poftcricy  by  his  Moral 
f  receptf^  than  he  did  the  Republick^  in  quelling  the 
Confpiracy  of  C^/?7/;/e.  What  pru  :ent  Man,  wou'd 
tiot  rather  follow  the  Example  of  his  Retreat,  than 
{lay  like  dita^  with  a  ftubborn  uafeafonable  Virtue, 
to  appofe  the  Torrent  of  the  People,  and  at  laft  be 
driven  from  the  Market-place  by  aPviotof  a  Alulci- 
tudc,  uncapabfe  of  Counfet,  and  deaf  to  Eloquence  ? 
Ti.ere  is  likewite  a  pQitioa  of  our  Live?,  which  every 
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Wife  Man  may  )ufl:ly  referve  to  his  own  peculiar  ufe, 
and  that  without  defrauding  his  Native  Coutry,  A 
Roman  Soldier  was  allowed  to  plead  the  Merit  of  his 
Services  for  his  difmiflion  at  fiich  an  Age  ;  and  there 
was  but  one  Exception  to  that  Rule,  which  was,  ah 
InvafTon  from  the  Gauls.  How  far  that,  may. work 
with  your  Lordiliip,  I  am  not  certain  i  but  I  hope  ic 
is  not  coming  to  the  Trial. 

In  the  mean  time,  while  the  Nation  is  fecur'd  from 
Foreign  Attempts,  by  fo  powerful  a  Fleet,  and  we 
enjoy  not  only  theHappinefs,  but  even  the  Ornaments 
of  Peace,  in  the  Divertifement  of  the  Town,  I  hum- 
bly offer  you  this  Trifle,  which  if  it  fucceed  upon  the 
Stage,  is  like  to  be  the  chiefeft  Entertainment  of  our 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen  this  Summer.  When  I  wrote 
it,  feven  Years  ago,  I  employed  fome  reading  about 
it,  to  inform  my  felf  out  of  ^eda^  SochartuSy  and  other 
Authors,  concerning  the  Rites  and  Cuftoms  of  the 
Heathen  Saxons ;  as  I  alfo  us'd  the  little  Skill  I  have 
in  Poetry  to  adorn  it.  But  not  to  offend  the  pre- 
fent  Times ,  nor  a  Government  which  has  hither- 
to protected  me  ,  I  have  been  oblig'd  fo  much  to 
alter  the  firft  Defign,  and  take  away  fo  many- 
Beauties  from  the  Writing,  that  it  is  now  no  more 
what  it  was  formerly,  than  the  prefent  Ship  of  the 
Royal  Sovereign^  after  fo  often  taking  down ,  and 
altering,  to  the  VefTel  it  was  at  the  firfl  Building. 
There  is  nothing  better,  than  what  I  intended,  but 
theMufick  ;  which  has  fince  arriv'd  to  a  greater  Per- 
feftion  in  England^  than  ever  formerly ;  efpecially  paf^ 
fing  through  the  Artful  Hands  of  Mr.  furcely  who  has 
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Composed  it  with  fo  great  a  Genius,  that  he  has  no- 
thing to  fear  but  an  ignorant,  ill-judging  Audience. 
But  the  Numbers  of  Poetry  and  Vocal  Mufick,  are 
lometimes  fo  contrary,  that  in  many  places  I  have  been 
obliged  to  cramp  my  Verfes,  and  make  them  iugged 
to  th§  Reader,  that  they  may  be  harmonious  to  the 
Hearer:  Of  which  I  have  no  Reafon  to  repent  me^ 
becaufe  thefe  forts  of  Entertainraerit  are  principally 
defign'd  for  the  Ear  and  Eye  j  and  therefore  in  Reafon 
my  Art  on  thisoccafion,  ought  to  be  fubfervient  to  hfs 
And  befides,  I  flatter  my  felf  with  an  Imagination^ 
that  a  Judicious  Audience  will  eafily  diftinguifli  be- 
twixt the  Songs,  wherein  I  have  comply'd  with  him^ 
and  thofe  m  which  /  have  followed  the  Rules  of  Poe- 
try, in  the  Sound  and  Cadence  of  the  Words  Not- 
withftanding  all  thefe  Difad vantages,  there  is  fome* 
what  Aill  remaining  of  the  firft  Spirit  with  which  1 
wrote  it  :  And^  though /can  onlyfpeak  by  ghefi,  of 
what  pleas'd  my  firft  and  beft  Patronefs  the  Dutctels 
o(  Monmouth  in  the  reading,  yet^/  will  venture  my 
Opiniony  by  the  knowledge  /  have  long  had  of  her 
Graces  Excellent  Judgment,  and  true  tafte  of  Poetry,  , 
that  the  parts  of  the  Airy  and  Earthy  Spirits,  and  that 
Fairy  kind  of  writing,  which  depends  only  upon  the  [ 
Force  of  Imagination,  were  the  Grounds  of  her  liking 
the  Poem,  and  afterwards  of  her  Recommending  it  to  i 
the  Queen     /  have  likevvife  had  the  fati^fadion  to  ; 
hear,  that  Her  Majefty  has  Gracioudy  been  pleas'd  to 
perufe  the  Manufciipt  of  this  Opeipa^  and  given  it  Her  - 
Royal  Approbation     Poets,  who  fubfift  not  bur  on  | 
the  Favour  of  Saverciga  Princes,  and  of  great  Perfons,  1 
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may  have  leave  to  be  a  little  vain,  and  boafl:  of  their 
Patronage,  who  encourage  the  Genius  that  animates 
them.  And  therefore  I  will  again  prefume  to  ghefi, 
that  Her  Majefty  was  not  difpleas'd  to  find  in  this 
^Poem  the  ^Praifes  of  Her  Native  Country  ^  and  the 
Heroick  A^iionsof  fo  famous  a  f^redeceflbr  in  theGo^ 
vernment  of  Great  BritaWy  as  King  Arthur. 

All  this,  My  Lord,  1  muft  confefs,  looks  with  a. 
kind  of  Infinuationj  that  Jprefent  you  with  fomewhat 
not  unworthy  your  f^roteftion  :  But  /  may  eafily  mi- 
ftake  the  Favour  of  Her  Majefty  for  Her  Judgment 
I  think!  caiinot  be  deceived  in  thus addrefling  to  your 
Lordftiip,  whom  I  have  had  the  Honour  to  know,  at 
that  diftance  which  becomes  me,  for  (b  many  Years, 
^Tis  true,  that  formerly  I  have  fliadow'd  fome  part  of  • 
your  Virtues,  under  another  Name  i  but  the  Chara- 
cter, though  fhbrt  and  imperfeCt,  was  fo  true,  that  it: 
broke  through  the  Fable,  and  was  difcoverM  by  its 
Native  Light.    What  I  pretend  by  this  Dedication,, 
is  an  Honour  which  I  do  my  felf  to  f^ofterity,  by  ac- 
quainting them  that  /  have  been  converfant  with  the 
firft  ^erfons  of  the  Age  in  which  i  liv'd    and  there- 
by perpetuate  my  f  rofe,  when  my  Verfes  may  pofli^ 
bly  be  forgotten,  or  obfcurM  by  the  Fame  of  Future.* 
Foets.    Which  Ambition,  amongft  my  other  Faultss 
and  Imperfedions,  be  pleafed^  to  pardon,  in. 

My  LOR  D„ 

%Hr  Ldrdjhips  mojl  Obedient  Servaiity. 


John  Dry  den. 


Dramatis  Pe 


King  Arthur.  Mr.  'Bettertoi  -. 
0>./^KingofiCe«/,aSaxon|j^^  ^.^ 

and  a  Heathen.—  — — 

Conor^^  Duke  of  Corvia?aL  Tributary?.,        i  r 
to  Km9,  Arthur,  ^Ux.  Hodgfon. 

Merlin^  a  famous  Inchanter,-  :--^  .  '{— Mn  Kynajion. 

Ofmond,  a  Saxon  Maaician.  and  a?^*   «  f 
Heathen   >Mr.  Sana  for  a. 

Aurdiiis^  Friend  to  Arthur.-  Mr.  Alexander. 

Jlbar2aSl^C^pZ2imo^ArthHrs  Guards.-Mn  Bowen. 
Guillajmry  Friend  to  Qfrpald.--  JMtr.  Harris. 

WOMEN. 

Emmline^  Daughter  of  Conoru  —Mrs.  Bracegirdk. 

Matilda^  her  Attendant.  ■  ^^Mrs.  ^chardfon. 

Philidel^  an  Airy  Spirit.  Mrs.  Butler. 

Gfimbaldy  an  Earthy  Spirit.  Mr.  Bowman* 

\  Officers  and  Soldiers/ Singers  and  Dancers,  ^c. 

Scene  in  KEm. 


King 


King  ARTHUR : 

OR, 

The  Britifli  Worthy. 


ACT  I.   SCENE  I. 


Enttr  Conon,  Aurclius,  Albanaft. 

Cor^.  f       "^Hen  this  is  the  deciding  Day,  to  fix 

I  Great  Britain's  Scepter  in  great  Arthur's  Hand* 
1  Jur.  Or  put  it  in  the  bold  Invaders  gripe. 

Arthur  and  Ofwald^  and  their  different  Fates, 
Are  weighing  now  within  the  Scales  of  Heavei. 

Con.  In  Ten  fet  Battles  have  we  driven  back 
Thefe  HeatHen  Saxons,  and  regainM  our  Earth. 
As  Earth  recovers  from  an  Ebbing  Tide, 
Her  half-drown'd  Face,  and  lifts  it  o'er  the  Waves. 
From  SevetfPs  Banks,  even  to  this  Bxrren-Dow??^ 
Our  foremoft  Men  have  preft  their  fainty  Rear, 
And  not  one  Saxon  Face  has  been  beheld  5 
But  all  their  Backs,  and  Shoulders  have  been  ftuck 
With  foul  difhoneft  Wounds :  Now  here,  indeed, 
Becaufe  they  have  no  further  Ground,  they  ftand. 

Jur,  Well  have  we  chofe  a  Happy  day  for  Fight  3 
For  every  Man,  incourfeof  time,  has  found 
Some  days  are  lucky,  fome  unfortunate. 


2         King  AK'I  IdV  K:  Ur, 

Jib.  But  why  this  day  more  lucky  than  the  reft  ? 
Con^  Becaufe  this  day 
Is  Sacred  to  the  Patron  of  our  Ifle  ^ 

A  Chriftiao,  and  a  Souldiers  Annual  Fcaft.  (dotU^sXys^f. 

Alb.  Oh,  now  I  underftand  you^  This  is  St.  George  o(Capg4^ 
Well,  It  may  be  fo,  but  Faith  I  was  Ignorant ;  we  Soldiers 
Seldom  examine  the  Rubrick ;  and  now  and  then  a  Saint  may 
Happen  to  flip  by  us ;  But  if  he  be  a  Gentleman  Saint,  he  will 
Forgive  us. 

Co;^.  Ofrvdd,  undoubtedly  will  Fight  it  bravely. 

Anr.  And  it  behoves  him  well,  *tis  his  laft  Stake.  \To,A\h. 
But  what  manner  of  Man  is  this  Ofrvald}lisiWQ  ye  ever  feen  him? 

i4/.Neer  but  once ;  &  that  was  to  my  Gofttooyl  follow'd  him 
And  to  fay  Truth,fomwhat  Uncivilly  ,up()n  a  Rout ;  (too  dole, 
But  he  turn'd  upon  me,as  quick  and  as  roundjas  a  chaff  M  Boar  j 
And  gave  me  two  Licks  acrofs  the  Face ,  to  put  me 
In  mind  of  my  Chriftianity. 

Ca^,  I  know  him  well ;  he's  free  and  open  Hearted. 

Jw.  His  Countries  Charafter  :  That  Speaks  a  German. 

Ca/f.  Revengeful,  rugged,  Tiolently  brave ;  and  once  re- 
fblv'd  is  never  to  be  mov'd. 

Alb.  Yes,  he's  a  valiant  Dog»  Pox  on  him. 

Cojf.  This  was  the  CharaQier  he  then  maintained. 
When  in  my  Court,  he  fought  my  Daughters  Love : 
My  Fair,  Blind,  Emmeline.  (wall: 

Alb,  I  cannot  blame  him  for  Courting  the  Heirefi  of  Corn- 
All  HeirelTesare  Beautiful;and  asBlind  as  fhe  is,he  would  have 
No  Blind  Bargain  of  her.  ("had 

Mr.  For  that  Defeat  in  Love,  he  rais'd  this  War. 
For  ^oydLi  Arthur  Reign'd  within  her  Heart,.. 
Ere  OfvoMd  mov'd  his  Sute. 

Con.  Ay,  now  >^«re///^/,  you  have  Nam'd  a  Mafli 
One,  whom  befides  the  Homage  that  I  owe, 
hsCornrpairs  Duke,  to  his  Imperial  Crown,, 
I  wou'd  have  chofen  out,  from  all  Mankind,. 
To  be  my  Soveraign  Lord. 

Jnr,.  His  Worth  divides  him  from  the  crowd  of  Kings 
So  Born,  without  Defer t  to  be  fo  Born  ;. 
Men,  fet  aloft,  to  be  the  Scourge  of  Heaven  *, 
Eiid,  with  Jong  Ar^ns,,  to  iafli  the  Under- VVcrld.  i 

,  Con.. 
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Con*  Arthur  is  all  that's  Excellent  in  OfxvAU ; 
And  void  of  all  his  Faults;  In  Battle  brave  j 
But  ftill  Serene  in  all  the  Stormy  War, 
Like  Heaven  above  the  Clouds  5  and  after  Fight, 
As  Merciful  and  Kind,  to  vanquifht  Foes^ 
Asa  Forgiving  God  ;  butfte,  he's  here, 
And  Praife  is  Dumb  before  him. 

Enttr  King  Arthur,  Reading  4  Letter^  with  Jttendams. 

Arthur  cQo  on^  Aufpicious  Prince,  the  Stars  are  kini  : 
ReadingfiXXnioXd  thy  Banners  to  the  willing  Wind ; 
While  I,  with  Afery  Legions,  help  thy  Arms; 
^  Confronting  Art  with  Art,  and  Charms  with  Charms. 
So  Merlin  writes ;  nor  can  we  doubt  th'  event,      [To  Gon. 
With  Heav'n  and  you  to  Friends  5  Oh  Noble  Conorjy 
You  taught  my  tandcr  Hands  the  Trade  of  War  ; 
And  now  again  you  ^elm  your  hoary  Head, 
And  under  double  weight  of  Age  and  Arms, 
AlTert  your  Countries  Freedom,  and  my  Grown* 

Con.  No  more,  my  Son-^ 

Arth.  Moft  happy  in  that  Name  ! 
Your  Emmeline^  to  OfwaWs  Vows  refus'd. 
You  made  my  plighted  Bride  : 
Your  Charming  Daughter,  who  like  Love,  Born  Blindji 
lln-aiming  hits,  with  furett  Archery, 
And  Innocently  kills. 

Con.  Remember,  Son, 
You  are  a  General,  other  Wars  require  you. 
For  fee  the  Saxon  Grofs  begins  to  move. 

Arth.  Their  Infantry  Embattel'd,  fquare  and  clofe^ 
March  firmly  on,  to  fill  the  middle  fpace: 
Covered  by  their  advancing  Cavalry. 
By  Heav'n,  'tis  Beauteous  Horrour  : 
The  Nobj€  Ofwald  has  provokM  my  Envy. 

Enter  Emmeline,  led  by  Matilda. 

Ha  !  Now  my  Beauteous  Emmeline  appears 
Anew,  butOh,  a  fcJftcr Flame,  infpiresme; 

B  2  Even 
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Even  Rage  and  Vengeance,  flumber  at  her  figln. 

Con,  Hafteyour  Farewel;  HI  chear  my  Troops.and  wait  jre. 

[^Exit  Conori. 

Em,  Oh  Father,  Father,  I  am  furQ  you're  here ; 
Becaufe  I  lee  your  Voice. 

Jrth.  No,  thou  miftak'ft  thy  hearing  for  thy  fight  ^ 
He's  gone,  my  Emmdtnt  5 
And  I  but  ftay  to  gaze  on  thofc  fair  Eyes, 
Which  cannot  view  the  Conqueft  they  have  made* 
Oh  Star-like  Night,  dark  only  to  thy  felf. 
But  fuli  of  Glory,  as  thofe  Lamps  of  Heav  a 
That  fee  not,  when  they  fhine.. 

Em.  Whatis  this  Heav'n,  and  Stars,  and-Niglit,  and  Day, 
To  which  you  thuscompare  my  Eyes  and  me  ? 
.1  underftand  you,  when  you  fay  you  love : 
Fofj  when  my  Father  clafps  my  Hand  in  his. 
That's  cold,,  and  I  can  feel  it  hard  and  wrinkl'd^ 
But  when  you  grafp  it,  then  I  figh  and  pant, 
And  fbmcthing  fmarts,  and  tickles  at  Hearts 

Arth.  Oh  Artlefs  Love !  where  the  Soul  moves  the  Tongufi, 
And  only  Nature  fpeaks  whatNature  thinks! 
Had  ffie  but  Eyes  I 

Em,  Jufl:  now  you  faid  I  hadr 
I  fee  em,  I  have  two. 

^/A.  But  neither  fee. 

Em,  Fm  fure  they  hear  you  then :  ; 
What  can  your  Eyes  do  more  ? 

Arth.  They  view  your  Beauties. 

Ew.  Do  not  I  fee  ?  You  have  a  Face,  like  mine^^ 
Two  Hands,  and  two  round,  pretty,  xifing  ^reafts^ 
That  heave  like  mine. 

Arth.  iiut  you  defcribe  a  Woman. 
Nor  is  it  fight,  but  touching  with  your  Hands. 

Em.  Then  'tis  my  Haad  that  fees,  and  that's  all  one  r 
For  is  not  feeing,  touching  with  your  Eyes? 

Arth.  No,  for  I  fee  at  diftance,  where  I  touch  not*. 

Ew.  If  you.can  fee  fo  far,  and  yet  not  touch, 
I  fear  you  fee  my  Naked  Legs  and  Feet 
Quite  through  my  Cloaths  s  pray  do  not  fealb  wciL 

Anh.  Fear  nor,  fweet  Innocence. ^  \ 
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I  view  the  lovely  Features  of  your  Face  ; 
Your  Lips  Carnation,  your  dark  fliaded  Ejre-brows, 
Black  Eyes ,  And  Snow  white  Forehead  ;  all  the  Goloirrs 
That  make  your  Beauty,  and  produce  my  Love. 

Em,  Nay,  then,  you  do  not  love  on  equal. terms : 
I  love  you  dearly,  without  all^  thefe  helps : 
I  cannot  fee  your  Lips  Carnation, 
Your  fliaded  Eye-brows^  nor  your  N4ilk-whire  Eyes^ 

Arth.  You  ftillmiftake. 

Em.  Indeed  1  thought  you  had  a  Nofe  and  Eyes, 
AndTucha  Face  as  mine;  have  not  Men  Faces? 

Arth.  Oh,  none  like  yours,  fo  excellently  fair. 

Em.  Then  wou'd  I  had  no  Face  ;  for  I  wou'd  be- 
Juft  fiich  aone  as  you.  ^  ^  ^  — 7> 

Jrth,  ^las,  'tis  vain  to  ii'^Sj^p^i^^   Innocence,     ?  ^v* 
Yoia  have  no  Notion  of  Li^rt'  qr^^elours. 

EmmeL  Why.is not  that  aXriidipet  ?  (TrHm^itfounA within. 

Arth.  Yes.  - 

Em.  I  knew  it. 
And  I  can  tell  you  how  the  found  on^t  looks; 
It  looks  as  if  it  had  an  angry  fighting  Face. 

Arth.  'Tis  now  indeed^  a  fbarp  unpleafant  found, 
Becaufe  it  calls  me  hence*,  from  her  I  love, 
To  meet  Ten  thouland  Foes. 

Em.  How  does  fb  m.any  Men  eeV  come  to  meet  2^ 
This  Devil  Trumpet  vexes  'em,  and  then 
They  feel  about,  for  one  anothers  Faces  \ 
And  fb  they  meet,  and  kill. 

Arth,  ril  tel!  ye  all,  when  we  have  gain'd  the  Field  5 
One  kifs  of  your  fair  Hand,  the  pledge  of  Conqueft, 
And  fo  a  fhort  fareweL         c^ijfei  htr  Hand^  and  Exit  with 

X    Aureir  Alb.  and  Attexdams^ 

Em,  My  Heart,  and  Vows,  go  with  him  to  the  Fight :  • 
May  every  Foe,  be  that,  which  they  call  blind. 
And  none  of  all  their  Swords  have  Eyes  to  find  him. 
But  lead  m.e  nearer  to  the  Trumpet's  Face; 
For  that  brave  Sound  upholds  my  fainting' Heart  \ 
And  while  I  hear,  mcthinks  I  fight  my  part. 

(Exit,  kd^jt  Matildkv 


Efi'tcr- 
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Enter  Ofwald  Ofmond. 
The  Scene  refrefents  a  place  of  Heathen  worjhip ;  The  three  Saxon 
Gods,  Woden,Thor,si^^  Freya//^^e^(5/^  Fedejlals.  An  Altar. 

Ofmo.  'Tis  time  to  haften  our  myfterious  Rites 
Becaufe  your  Army  waits  you. 

Ofwald  making  three  Bows  hef ore  the  three  Images* 
Ofrva.  Thor^  Frej/a^  Woden^  all  ye  Saxon  Powers, 
^Hearand  revenge  my  Father  HengifFs  death. 

Ofmo,  Father  of  Gods  and  Men, great  Wodeffjh^zr. 
Mount  thy  hot  Courfer,  drive  amidft  thy  Foes  5 . 
Xift  high  thy  thund'ring  Arm,  let  every  blow 
Dafli  out  a  mif^bclieving  Briton's  Brains. 

p/wa.  Father  of  Gods  and  Men^great  Woden  h^zx; 
Give  Conqueft  to  thy^ionR^cc,  and  me. 

Ofmo.  Thor^  Freja^  WMe^^  liear,  and  fpell  your  Saxons^ 
With  Sacred  BLunick  Rhiofts/,  from  Death  in  Battle. 
Edge  their  bright  Swords,  and  blunt  the  Britons  Darts. 
No  more,  Great  Prince,  for  fee  my  trufty  Fiend, 
Who  all  the  Night  has  wing'd  the  dusky  Air; 

Grimbaldj  a  fierce  earthy  Spirit  arifes^ 
What  news,  my  Grimbald  ?  ^ 

Grim.  I  have  plaid  my  part ; 
For  I  have  Steel'd  the  Fook  that  are  to  dye ; 
Six  Fools,  fb  prodigal  of  Life  and  Soul, 
That,  for  their  Country, they  devote  their  Lives 
A  Sacrifice  to  Mother  Earthy  and  Woden.  , 

Ofmo.  'Tis  wxll ;  But  are  we  fure  of  Vidory  ? 
Grim.  Why  ask'ft  thou  me  ? 
Itifpeft  their  Intrails,  draw  from  thence  thy  Guefs : . 
Bloud  we  muft  have,  without  it  we  are  dumb. 

Ofmo,  Say,  Where's  thy  fellow-fcrvant,  Philidel} 
Why  comes  not  he  ? 

Grim,  For,  he's  a  puleing  Sprite. 
Why  didft  thou  chufe  a  tender  airy  Form  J 
Unequal  to  the  mighty  work  of  Mifchief ; 
HisMakeis  flitting,  foft,  and  yielding  Atomes: 
He  trembles  at  the  yawning  gulph  of  Hell, 
•  Nor  dares  approach  the  Flame,  left  he  fliou  d  fingc 
IHlis  gaudy  filken  Wings. 

He 


He  fighs  when  he  fliould  plunge  a  Soul  in  Sulphurj 
As  with  Gompaffion,  touch'd  of  foolilh  man. 

What  a  half  Devil's  he? 
His  Errand  was,  to  draw.the  Low-land  danipg> 
And  Noifom  vapours,  from  the  foggy  Fens: 
Then,  breath  the  baleful  ftench,  with  all  his  force, , 
Full  on  the  faces  of  our  Ghriftned  Foes. 

Gr/w.  Accordingly  he  drein'd  thofe  Marfliy-grOundi; : 
And  bagg'd  'cm  in  a  blue  peftiferows  Cloud  ; 
Which  when  he  fliouM  have  blown,  the  frighted  Elf  i 
Efpy'd  the  Red  Grofs  Banners  of  their  Hoft ; 
And  faid  he  durft  not  add  to  his  damnation. 

Ofm.  I'le  punifli  him  at  leifure  ; 
Gall  in  the  Viftims  to  propitiate  Hell. 
Gri^.  That's  my  kind  Mafter,  I  fhall  break  faft  on  ^cfm'^. 

Grimbald  goes  to  the  Daor,  and  -. 
Re-enters  mth  6   Saxopjs  in 
White^  ^rvith  Swords  in  their 
hAijds^    They  range  themfdves 
'i  and  5  in  opfofttion  to  eack  , 
other. 

The  re  (I  of  the  Stage  h^Vd  mth  Pi^iejls  and  Singers, 

T^Oden,  firft  to  thee  - 

A  ml\white  Steedy  m  Battle WQf^^\ 

We  have  Sacrificed. 
Cher.  We  have  Sacrificed. 

VerC  Let  our  next  Oblation  bey. 

To  Thor^  thy  thmdring  Sofs^ 

Of  fuch  another^ 
Cher.  We  have  Sacrificd.) 

VerH  .         A  third  j  (  of  Ff  iezeland  breed  wds  he,}  ) 
%  Woden'i'  Wife^  and  to  ThorV  Mc^her^^r 
And  now  we  have  atton^d  all  time 
We  have  Sacrificed. 

Ghor.  VFe  have  Sacrificed. 
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2  Voc.         The  White  Horfe  Neigh' d  akncf. 

To  Woden  thank^  rve  render. 

To  Woden,  we  ha've  'voiv'd. 
Chor.  To  Woden,  our  Defender. 

5  The  four  laft  Lines 

I  in  cm  %u  s. 

Verf.  Tl)e  Lot  is  Caflj  and  Tanfan  j^leas'd: 

Chor.         Of  Mortal  Cares  yon  pall  be  easd^ 

^ra've  Souls  to  he  renown  d  in  Story. 

Honour  pri'z^ing^ 

Death  defpifng^  * 

Fame  acquiring 

By  Expiring, 

Dyey  and  reap  the  fruit  of  Glory.  ' 
Brave  Souls  to  be  renowned  in  Story. 

Verf,  2.  I  call  yeall^ 

To  WodenV  H^/?i 

lour  Temples  round 

With  I'vy  bounds 

In  Goblets  Cron>n*d^ 

And  plenteous  ^orvls  ofburnijh^d  Gold  i 

Where  you  Jhall  Laughy 

And  dance  and  quaffs 

The  Jtiice^  that  mak^s  the  ^ritom  bold% 

The  fx  Saxons  are  led.  off  hy  the  Priefis^  in 
Order  to  be  Sacrifc*d. 

Oivf.  Ambitious  Fools  wc  are. 
And  yet  Ambition  is  a  Godlike  Fault  : 
Or  rather,  'tis  no  Fault  in  Souls  Born  great, 
Who  dare  extend  their  Glory  by  their  Deeds. 
Now  Britatty  prepare  to  change  thy  Stare, 
And  from  this  Day  begin  thy  Saxon  date. 

^Exeunt  Omnes, 
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A  BatiW  fupp6fed  to  be  given  behind  the  Scenes, 
with  Drums.  Trumpets,  and  Military  Shouts  and  Ex- 
curfions:  /Wer  which,  the  Br/fw/,  expreffing  .their 
Joy  for  the  Victory,  fing  this  Song  of  Triumph* 

GOme  if  yon  dare;  cur  Trumpet found  j 
Come  if  you  darCy  the  Foes  rebound  : 
We  comty  we  ccme^  n^e  cowe^  we  come^ 
Says  the  double^  double^ ^double  Beat  of  the  Yhun^ 

(driffg  Drum. 

Now  they  charge  on  amain^ 

Now  they  rally  again  : 
The  G^f  from  abo<z/e  the  Mad  Labour  behold^ 
And  pity  Mankind  that  will  perijh  for  Gold. 

The  FaintingSaxons  quit  their  Ground^ 
Their  Truwffets  Languijh  in  the  §omtd  5 
rhey  fly,  they  fly,  they  fly,  they  fly:, 
•  Vii9:oria,  Vidtoria,  the  Bold  Britons  cry^ 

Now  tfje  ViSlorys  won^ 

to  the  Plunder  ive  run  : 
We^'return  to  our  LaJJes  lil^  Fortmtate  Traders, 
Triumphant  with  Spoils  of  the  Vanquiflf  ^Invaders. 
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A  C  t   1 1.  ^ 


Ep^ter  PhilideU 

Phil:    /k  Las,  for  pity,  of  this  bloody  FieM  J 

2^  Piteous  it  needs  muft  be,  When    a  Spirit^^  • 
Can  have  fb  foft  a  (enfe  of  Humane  Woes  I 
Ah  r  for  fo  many  Souls,  as  but  this  Morn*. 
WerecloathM  with  Flelhy  anH  warm'd' with  Vitai  Blood, 
But  naked  now,  or  fhirted  but  with  Air. 

cn  ^  Chariot  drawn  hy  Dragens, 
Mer.  What  art  thou,  Spirit^  of  what  Name  and  Order  ? 

(For  I  have  view'4  thee  in  my  Magick  Glafs  J  . 

Making  thy  moan,  among  the  Midnight  Wolves, 

That  Bay  tlit  filent  Moon  :  Speak,  I  Conjure  thee. 

^Tis  Mtrlin  bids  tfiee,,  at  whole  awful  Wand, 

The  pale  Ghoft  quivers,  and  the  grim  Fiend  gafps. 
Phil:  An  Airy  Shape,  the  tender'ft  of  my  kind. 

The  laft  feduc'd,  and  leaft  deform'd  of  Hell ;  . 

Half  white,  and  fhufflM  in  the  Crowd,  I  fell ; 

Defirous  to  repent,  and  loth  to  fin-, 

Awkward  in  Mifchief,  piteous  of  Mankind, 

My  Name  is  Philidtl,  my  Lot  in  Air,  ^ 

Where  next  beneath  the  Moon,  and  nearefl:  Heav'h^ 

!  foar^  and  have  a  Glimpfe  to  be  received, *  I 

For  which  the  fwarthy  Dxmo^s  envy  me. 
Mer.  Thy  BuGnefs  heret^ 

Phil.  To  fhun  the  Saxon  Wizards  dire  Commands,- 
OfmoKsl^  the  awful'ft  Name-  next  thine  below, 
'Caufe  I  refus^'d  to  hurl  a  Noy  fbm  Fog 
On  Chriilen^d  Heads,  the  Hue  and  Cry  of  Hell 
Is  rais^'d  againft  me,  for  a  Fugitive  Spright. 

Mer..  Ofmoni  'lliall  know,,  a  greater  Power  protcdls  thee 

But 
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But  follow  thou  th.e  VVhifpers  of  thy  Soul, 

That  draw  thee  nearer  Heav'n. 

And,  as  thy  place  is  neareft  to  the  Sky, 

The  Rays  will  reach  thee  fir  ft,  and  bleach  thy  Soot, 

Phil.  In  hope  of  that,  I  fpread  my  Azure  Wings, 
And  wifhing  ftill,  for  yet  I  dare  not  pray, 
I  bask  in  Day-light,  and  behold  with*  Joy 
My  Scum  work  outward,  and  my  Rult  wear  off. 

Afer.  Why,  'tis  my  hopeful  Devil  5  now  mark.me,PA/7/We/, 
I  will  employ  thee,  for'thy  future  Good :  ,  : 
Thou  know*fl:,  in  fpite  of  Valiant  Oftvalcrs  Arms, 
Or  Ofmonii^  Powerful  Spells,  the  Field  is  ours.  — — ^ 

PhiL  OhMafter!  baften 
Thy  Dread  Commands:  ^ox  GrimbM  is  at  Hand  \ 
Ofmond's  fierce  Fiend,  1  fnuffhis  Earthy  Scent : 
The  Conquering  he  mifleads  to  Rivers, 

Or  dreadful  Downfalls-of  unheeded  Rocks  ; 
Where  many  fall,  that  neer  (hall  rife  again* 

Mer.  Be  that  thy  care,  to  ftand  by  falls  of  Brooks, 
And  trembling  Bogs,  that  bear  a  Green-Sword  fliow. 
Warn  off  the  bold  Purfuer?  from  the  Chace^  ^  . 
Nomore,  they  come,  and  we  divide  the  Task. 
But  left  fierce  Grimbdas  pondVous  Bulk  opprefs 
Thy  tender  flitting  Air,  V\\  leave  my  Band 
Of  Spirits  With  United  Strength  to  Aid  thee. 
And  Force  with  Force  repel. 

^xit  Merlifl  on  l9k  Chariot. 
MerlinV  Spirits  (t^y  with^ 
Phiiidel.  • 

Enter  Grimbald  in  the  Hdit  of  a  Shepherd^  followed  by  JLing 
Arthur,  Conon,  Jarelius,  ^IbanaO:  mdSoWtrsy 
fvho  watjdtr  at  a  di fiance  in  the  Semes. 

Grim.  Here,  this  way,  Britons,  follow  OfvaId\  flight ; 
This  Evening  as  I  whiftl'd  out  my  Dog, 
To  drive.my  ftraggling  Flock,  and  pitch'd  my  Fold, 
1  iaw  blm  dropping  Swear,  oVr  labour'd,  ftifE, 
Make  faintly  as  he  could,  to  yonder  Dell. 
Tread     my  Steps ;  long  Neighbourhood  by  bay 

C  2  Mai 
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Has  made  thefe  Fields  familiar  in  theNighu 

Arfh.  I  thank  thee.  Shepherd  ; 
Expeft  Reward,  le^doflj,  we  follow  t6ee. 

Phil.  ^  Hither  this  n>aj^  thus  way  hndy 
fings.S  Truji  m  that  Maliciaw  Fiefid 

Ifhofe  are  falfe  deluding  Light Sj 

Wafted  far  and  Hear  by  Sprights. 

Trnjl  ^em  not^  for  they  U  deceive  ye  i 

And  in  ^ogs  and  "Starfhes  league  ye^ 
» 

Chor.of  PhiLSpirits,  Hither  this  way ^  this  way  hencL 

Chor.of  Gximb.Sjpirits^  This  rffay,^  this  may  bend^ 

PhiL  ^  If  yoH  fle\\  n<f  Danger  thinki^gy 
Cngs.3  Down  yoH  fall^  a  Furlbng  ftnh^ng  r 

^Tis  a  Fiend  n>hp  hM  annoy  d  ye  ; 

iiaf^e  but  Meav^n^  and  he'll  a^oid  ye* 

Clior.ofPhil^'pirijJS.  Hither  this  tpay^  this  ts?ay  hendl 
Chor.of  Grimb.5pirics»^  T[Tns  way^  this  rpay  bend. 
^Philidels  Spirits,  fru^  not  that  Maliciem  Fiendl 
Gi  imbalda  Spirits..  Truji  me^  I  am  ito  Malieiom  FiendL 
Philidels  Spirits.  Hither  this  Wi^y  &rc; 

Con.  Some  wicked  Phantom,  Eoe  to  Human  klhdi 
Mifguides  our  Steps. 

Ma.  Fil  follow  him  no  farther.. 

Grmia/d /peaks.  By  Hell  file  fings  'em  back^  in  my  defpigllt. 
I  had  a  Voice  in  Heav^n^  ere  StalphVous  Steams 
Sad  dampM  it.  to  a  hoarfencG  j;  but  I'll  try- 
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He  fings.  Let  not  a  hf^on-bofn  Elf  miflead  ye^ 
From  your  frey^  and  from  your  Glory, 
Too  far  J  JldSj*  he  hnis  betrayed  ye  : 
FoUoxp  the  Flames^  that  rvavt  before  ye : 
Sometimes  fevn^  and  fometimes  one\ 
Hnrryy  hurry.y  hurry^  Imrr^on^ 

See^  fee^  the  Footjiepf  ptain  appearing^ 
That  way  Ofwald  chofe  for  flywg  r 
Firm  is  the  Turffl  and  jit  for  bearingy 
Where  yonder  Nearly  Vezps  are  lying. 
Far  he  cannot  hence  be  gonty 
Hnrryy  hnrryy  hnrryy  hurry  on.^ 

Aur.  Tfstrue,  he.  fays  ^  tfic  Footfteps  yet  arc  frelli 
Upon  the  Sod;  no  falling  Dew-Drops  have 
Difturb'd  the.  Print*  [^//  art  going  to  fallow  Grimbald, 

Philidel  fings*  Hither  this  way. 
Chor^of  Phil.  Spirits.  Hither  this  vpayy  this  way  bind'. 
Chor.  of  Grimb.  Spirits.  This  way y  this  way  bend, ^ 
Philidels  Spirits.  Trnjl  not  that  Malicious  Fiend. 
Grimb.  Spirits.   Tn(J}:  me^  I  am  no  Malicious  Fiendi 
Bhilklels  Spirits*   Hither  this  wayy  &g. 

Tkyi  All.ificlim  to  PHiliJcL. 
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Grim.ffcaks,  Curfe  on  her  Voice,  I  muft  my  Prey  forggo  j 
Thou,  Pkilidel,  fhaltanfsv^r  this,  below. 

[Grixnbald  Ji»ks  with  a  FUJff. 

i4^^A.  AtlafttheCheatispIani  ;' 
The  Cloven-footed  Fiend  is  Vanifh'd  from  us  5 
Good  Angels  be  our  Guides,  and  bring  us  back. 

Phil,  fingmg.  Come  foUoiv^  follow^  foUarv  me. 

« 

Chor.  Come  follorv^  Zee. 

And  me.  And  me.  And  me.  Andnte. 

Vcrf.  2  Voc.  And  Green-Sypord  all  your  way  Jhall  be* 

Chor.  Ceme  folloTPy  Sec. 

Vcff.       Goblin    Elf  pall  dare  to  offend  ye. 

Chor.  No^  no^  uoj  Sec. 

No  Goblin  (?r  Elf  /h/tll  dare  to  offend  ye. 

Verf.  3  Voc.  VVe  Brethren  of  Air^ 
Ion  Hero'/  n>ill  bear^  ' 
To  the  Kind  and  the  Fair  that  attend  ye% 

Cbof.  VFe  brethren.  Sec.  . 

Philidel  aifd  the  Spirits  go  ojf  fmging^  ^^^^^ 
Kir2g  Arthur  and  the  refi  in  tbe  middle*^ , 
of  them. 

-    .   £/?^er  EmmelineA^ij' Matilda*  Pavilion  Scene, 

Fnu  No  News  of  my  Dear  Love,  or  of  my  Father  ?. 

AUt.  None.  Madam,  fiffbe  the  gaining  of  the  Battel  / 
Great  Arthur  is  a  ftoyal  Conqueror  now, 
JuA  well  defervcs  your  Love. 

Fm,  But  now  1  fear 
He  11  be  too  great,  10  love  ppor  filly  me. 
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If  he  be  dead,  or  never  come  agen, 

I  mean  to  diej  But  there's  a  greater  dpubt. 

Since  I  ne'er  Taw  him  here,  * 

Haw  /halt  I  loeet  him  in  another  World  ? 

Mdt,  I  have  heard  fbmething,  how  two  Bodies  mcer^ 
But  how  Souls  joyn,  I  know  not. 

Em.  I  fliou'd  find' him, 
For  furely  I  have  feen  him  in  mf  Sleep, 
^nd  then,  methouaht,  he  put  his  Mouth  to  mine>- 
^nd  eat  a  thoufan^iffes  on  my  Lips  5 
Sure  by  his  Kifling  I  couM  find  him  out 
jimong  a  thoufand  i^ngels  in  the  Sky. 

MsLt.  But  what  a  kind  of  Man  do  you  fuppofe  him  > 

Em,  He  muft  be  made  oTthe  molt  precious  things : 
'^nd  I  believe  his  Month,  and  Eyes,  and  Cheeks, 
^nd  Noft,  and  ail  his  Face,  are  made  of  XjoW. 

Mat,  Heav'n  blefs  us,  Madam,  what  a  Face  you  njakehim.. 
If  it  be  yellow,  he  muft  have  the  Jaundies, 
-^nd  that's  a  bad  Difeafe. 

Em.  Why  then  do  Lovers  give  a  thing  fo  lyad 
-/^sGold,  to  Women,  whom  lo  well  they  love  ? 

Mif.  Becaiife  that  bad  thing,  Gold,  buys  all  good  thiags^ 

Em,  Yet  I  muft  know  him  better :  Of  all  Colours, 
Tell  mc  which  is  the  pureft,  and  the  fofteft. 

Mat.  Thayfay  'tis  Black. 

Em.  Why  then,  finceGold  is  hard,  and  yeris  precious^ 
His  Face  muft  ajl  be  made  of  fbft,  black  Gold, 

Mit.  But,  Madam  

Em,     J  more ;  I  have  Iearn*d  enough  for  once. 

Mxt.  Here  are  a  Crew  of  KeHtifli  Lads  and  Lafles- 
WouM  entertain  ye,  till  your  Lord's  return, 
Wirh  Songs  and  Dances,  ta  divert  y-our  Cares» 

Em,  Obring^^Vn  in, 
For'tho'I  cannot  fee  theSongs^  Hove  em  ; 
^nd  Lov'ej  they  tell  me,  is  a  E^anCe  of  Hearts, . 
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EfJter  Shepherds  and  Sktphcrdejfes* 


1  Shcp-.^  How  Me  ft  are  S  bepherdsyhm>  happy  their  Lajjif^ 
herd    <iVhHe  J>rHms  ^  Trnmpets  are  founding  Alarms! 
ilngs.    li)ver  our  Lorvly  Sheds  all  the  Storm  paffes  i 
And  when  we  dk^  ^tis  in  each  others  Arms. 
JU  the  Day  on  mr  Herds ^ajj^d  Flocks  entployingj 
All  the  N^ht  on  onr  Flutes^  and  in  enjoying. 
Chor.  All  the  Vay^  &c. 

1. 

bright  Nymphs  of  Britain^Tri^ &  Graces  attended^ 
Let  not  your  Days  vpithoat  ^leafure  expire  ; 
Honours  but  empty ^  and  when  Youth  is  endedj 
All  }^ientipill  praije  yoH^  but  none  will  dejire. 
Lef  not  ToHth  fly  away  without  Contenting  ;  • 
Age  mil  come  time  enough^  for  your  ^^enting. 
K^or..^  Let  not  Mouthy  Sec. 

Hoe  the  Men  offtr  their  Flutes  to  the  Women  ywhkh  they  nf^fe. 

a  ^ti^\Sheph9rdy  Shepherd^  lea<ve  Decoy ingj 
iierdeff  J     Tipes  are  ftpeet^  a  Summers  Day  \ 
!But  a  little  after  Toying^ 
Ifotnen  ham  the  Shot  to  Tay. 

Here  are  Marriage-Vows  for^ftgning^ 
Set  their  M^rks  that  cannot  write : 

After  that^  without  Repiningy 

flay  and  Welcom^  Day  and  Wght* 

litre  the  Women  give  the  Mtn  ConSr&Ss^  which  thej  acceft. 

Chor, 


Chor.   Come^^  Shej^herds^  lead  up^  a  lizfely  }Acdfure  ; 

ofafl.^  Tif>^  Carei  ofVVedlock^^  are  Cares  of  flea/are: 

iBut  whether  Marriage  britigjoy^  or  Sorrorp^ 

MaJ^  fare  af  this  Day ^  and  hang  to  Morrow. 

The  Dance  after  the  Songy  and  Exeunt 
Sbef herds  and  Shefhtrdejjes. 

Enter  on  the  other  fide  of  the  Stage^  Ofwald  Guillatliac. 

0/rv.  The  Night  has  wilderM  us  ;  and  we  are  fain 
iJmoHg  their  foremoft  Tents. 

G/////.  Ha!  What  are  thefe  ! 
They  fecm  of  more  than  Vulgar  Quality. 

Em.  What  Sounds  are  thofe?  They  cannot  far  be  diftant : 
Where  are  we  now,  MxtttdaV 

Mat.  Juft  before  your  T^nt : 
Fear  not,  they  muft  be  Friends,  and  they  apprpaph. 

Em.  My  Artb:*r^  fpeak,  my  Love  j^^iire  you  returned 
To  blefs  your  f  w^/;^/;/?^  ?  ^-h  J:* 

Of\>a.  to  Qy.ilU:  I  know  that  ^a^f^^  g' 
'Tis  my  Ungrateful  Fair,  whQ^'^f^ofmng  mine, 
-^cceots  my  Rivals  Love  :  Heav*ft,-  thouVt  bounteous. 
Thou  ow'ft  me  nothing  now. 

Mir.  Fear  grows  upon  me  : 
Speak  what  you  are  5  Ipccik,  gr  I  call  for  help. 

Wp  are  your  Ou^lrds/^*  '-^ 
-  M'itf^'^K  me !  We  'ar-e'l^et  ray'd.;  /cis  Of  uald's  Voice.  . 

£/w.  Let  *em  not  fee  our  Voices.and  then  they  cannot  find  us-. 

Ofv,  Paflions  fh  lVIen  Opprefs'd,  are  doubly  ftrong. 
1  take  her  from^King  Artk'ir  ;  there's  Revenge: 
If  fhe  can  love,  fbe  buoys  ray  finking-.Fortuncs: 
Good  Reafons  both :  i*if  dH.;  !        Fear  nothing,  Xadies, 
You  fliall  be  fafe.  "Qfvkld  a^d  GutUamir  ftiz^e  Em^ 

mdine  and  Matilda, 
-Efifr^'Matrl.  Help,  iTetti  ;  a  Rape,  a  Rape !  ^ 

Ofva.  By  Heav^a  ye  injure  me,  th6  Force  is  us'd. 
Your  Honour  fhall  }>e  facrcd.  ~ 

£w.  Hetf3,^  help.  Oh  B'^/fo^s..  help  ! 

Ofiva.  Xoiii  Britons  cannot  help  you  : 

t>  Tils 
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This  Arm,  thrxDugh  all  their  Troops^  fhall  force  my  way  ^ 
^Yct  neither  quit  njy  Honour^;  no;p  Pr^y. 

Alarm  within  :  Some  Soldiers  turning  ovtr  tkt: 
Stage ;  FvUorp,  foSow,  foihrr* 

Enter  Alban^ft  C4^/4^^  of  the  Guurdsy  tviPh  Sbldierr^ 

4lb.  Which  way  weot  th'  Alarm  ^ 
i^^ol  Here,  towards  the  Caftlc. 
Alk  Pox.  o'^^  this  Vidory  ;  the  whole  Campus  debauch'd  r 
Ail  Dri3nk  or  Whoringr  This  way,  foIIow,foUow.  ExtunK. 
The  Jlarm  renews  r  ClaJbin^  of  Sivards  ryit^in  forawh^If^, 

Ri^^enter  A]hsinad:i  OJSthr  and  Soldiers. 

Officer.  H^ow  fits^the  Conqueft  on  great  ArthuPi  Brow^ 

Alba.  As  when  the  Lover,  vyith  the  King  is  mixt,, 
He  puts  the  gain  of  jBm4;«  in  a  Scale, 
Which  weighing  with  th^  iofs-  of  Emmelipe^ 
Me  thinks  he's  fcarce  zls^tr.  Trumpet  ixiiflrhfi^ 

Officer..  HarK  !^  a  Trunipei:!: 
Itfbund^a  PaHey;^-^^^-  ; 

Alba.  'lis  from  0/m/rW  theni. 
An  Eccho  to  Ring  Arthur  s  Friendly  Summons, 
Sent  fince  he  heard  the  Rape  oiEmrndin^y- 
To  ask  an  Interview^,     c  Trum^ti  j^ft . 

O^ffr.'  But  har.kf*  alrea(iy  ;  ^' 
©lirTrum  pet  makes  reply ;  and  fee  hoth  preJent:. 

Enter  kxx^dwx  on  one  fide  attended^  Ofwald  cm  the  othtfy 
rvith]  Attendants y  z?;?^  Giiillamar.  They 
meet  an4,f  AlHte. 

Arthur.  Brave  Ofvald !  ^e  have  met  on  Friendlier  Tcrn^^, 
Companions  of  a.War,  with  Common  Intereft 
Againft  the  Bordering  P/ffi :  But  Times  are  chang'd?. 

Oftvdi  And  I  amforry  that  thofe.Timesare  chang'd:: 
Serelfe  we.n©w  jniglit  mcet^,  onTerms  as  Friendly, 
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Arth.  If  fo  we  meet  not  nw,  thb  fdfilt's  yoU^  ; 
For  youlm^M^i^iJiftife'^^^^^^  V'^/ 

Ofwa.  Oh  you-'te'd  telf  me,  '  ,  ^  ' ' 

I  caird  more  Saxons  iri^  t'  enl^^gie  my  Bodrids : 
If  tbofe  be  Wrongsy  thb  WaV  has  well  redrefs'd  yci 

Jrth.  Miftake  me  not,  I  count  not  War  a  VVrong: 
War  is  the  Trade  of  Kkigs,  that  fight  for  Empire ; 
And  J:>etter  be  a  Lyon,  than  ^  Sheep. 

0/«^4.  In  What,  then,  have  I  wrorig''d  ye  ? 

ilr/A.^Ip  my  Love. 

Ofwa.  Even  Lovers  an  Empire  too ;  The  Noble  Soul^ 
Like  Kings,  is  Covetous  of  fingle  Swaj^, 

Arth^  I  blame  ye  not,  for  loviug  Emmdinti 
But  fince  the  Soul  is  free,  arid  Love  is  choke,  , 
You  flhou^d  have  dade  a  Cbriqudft  ofher  Mind, 
..4nd  not  have  forc'd  her  Perfon  by  a  Rape, 

Ofwa.  Whether  by  Jor'ce,  or  Stratagenl,  we  gain  ; 
Still  Gaining  is  our  End,  in  War  orT.ove. 
Her  Mind's  the  Jewel,  in  her  Bddy  lock'd ; 
If  I  would  gain  the  Gem,  and  vyant  the  Key, 
It  follows  I  muft  feize  the  Cabinet : 
But  to  fecure  your  fear^,'  her  Honour  is  untouched. 

Arth.  Was  Honour  6ver'fafe  in  Brutal  Hands  ? 
So  fafe  are  Lambs  within  the  Lyons  Paw ; 
Ungrip'd  and  plaid  with,  till  fierce  Hunger  calls. 
Then  Nature  fhews  it  felf ;  the  clpfe-hid  N^ils 
Are  {i:-etch'd,  and  open'd;  to  the  panting  Prey, 
But  if  indeed,  you  are  fb  Cold  a  Lover 

OfwA.  Not  Cold,  but  Honourable.  ' 

Arth.  Then  Reftore  her.  ^ 
That  done,  I  (hall  believe  yoti  Hondufable. 

Ofyfa:  Think'ft  thou  I  wiB  forego  a  Viftor's^Rlght  > 

Artb.  Say  rather,  of  an  Impious  B^^avillicr. 
That  Caftle,  wfere  it  wallM  with  ^damanr. 
Can  hide  thy  Head,  but  till  to  Morrow's  Dawn/ 

Oftva.  And  ere  to  Morrow,  I  may  be  a  God, 
If  Emmeline  be  kind :  But  kind  or  cruel, 
I  tell  thee,  Arthur,  but  to  fee  this  Day, 
That  Heavenly  Face,  tho'  not  to  have  her  minci 
I  would  give  up  a  hundred  Years  of  Life, 
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-<^nd  bid  ^4^^  cut  to  Morrow.  ,     ,      .  , 

jirthl  it  fbon  wiircomcj  Rnd-thou^epgnt  t^^  . 
Which  ro  prevent,  HI  bribe.i/iee  tolJe  ntpj^el^.j  ^ 
Thy  Noble  Head,  acpuftooiM  td'a  Crown,- 
Shall  wear  it  ftill :  Nor  fhalJ  thy  Hand  forget 
The  Sceptre*s  life r  From  'Midway  s  pleafing  Streanrt,. 

in  Ihort,  Reftbreiny  Love,.  and:mare  rny  ^logdom;  A 

oy«?4.  Not,  tho'ry^QU  ^|>read  my        ^^9fi?^^*^f^^^  Ifll 
Such  Gifts  might  bribe  a  Kihg,  iViit  not  a  toveri  .0*. 

Tf  hen  pritbeegive  me  backmy  Kingly 'Word, 
Pafs'd  fdr^thy  fafe  return  s  and  let  this  Hour, 
In  fingle  Comba^^.  Hand  XQ  H^nd,.  dccid(^ 

Tlie  Fate^of  Emfn{^^a^W|^«^        ^,,0^  ^  aonfiicta 

C;/ir.>f.  Not,  th^j:,!  ft^v;  0  Q  L 
And  not  declint  it  heittier,"  bui:!'defe^^:  *  "  '  .  . 
When  £>^/,'/^e//>e  has  been  my  Prize  as  long 
fhe  was  thine,  I  dare  thee  to  the  DuelV 

Anh.  I  nam'd  your  utmoftTerm  of  t^ife  j.  Tp^^pjrraWfV  : 

0/wa,  You  are aot Bate.  >  .'i^  •     ■       .  ' 

Jnh. '  But  Fate  is  in  this  Arm. 
flfou  might  have  made  a  Merit  of  your  Theft. 

Ofwa,  Ha. !  Theft  !  Your  Guards>caja^eJI^,I  ftole  fier  not. 

^^//a  Had  I  been  prelent— — ■  . 

Of  pa,  Hdd  you  been  prefent,nie  had  been  mine  more  Nobly^^ 

Artf;,  There  lies  your  way;- 

My  way,  lies  whexej.pleafe. 
ExpeG  (for  O/ir^/A  Magic"k  cannot  fail ) 
A  tong  To  Morrow,  ere  your  Arms  prevail 
Oriflfall,  make  Room  ye bleift above, 
For  one  who  was  undone, .  and  dy'd  for  Love. 

Ex;'/  Ofwald  and  his  Fartp 

Arth,,  There  may  be  one  black  lyjinutexrc.  To  Morrow:. 
For  wbo  can  relt,;what  Pow'r,  and  Lu^,  andCharmsy 
Msy. do  this  , Night  ?:',  Tjq  Arms,  ,  w  ith  Ipccd;  to  Ams, 

Exit. 
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ACT    II L 


Enter  Arthur,  Conon  4/?^  Aurcliu^. 

Con.        Urle  up  our  Colours,  and  Unbrace  our  Drums 5 
D  (lodge  betimes  ;  and  quit  this  fatal  Cjaft. 

Attfu  liav^  we  forgot  to  Conquer  ? 

Jf4rel.  CaltolFHope  : 
Th'ImbatdV  Legions  of  Fire,  Air,  and  Earth; 
Are  banded  for  our  Foes.  ^ ' 

For  goin J  to  difcover^  with  the  Ddwn; 
Yon  Southern  Hill,  which  promised  to  the  Sight 
A  Rife  more  eafie  to  attack  the  Fort,  > 
Scarce  had  we  ftept  on  the  Forbidden  Ground, 
When  the  Woods  fhook,  the  Trees  ftood  briffiing  up 
A  Living  Trembh»g  Nodded  through  the  Leaves. 

Arth,  Poplars,  and  Afpen-Boughs,  a  Pannick  Fright. 

£orjcn.  We  thought  fo  too,  and  doubled  ftill  our  pace.  - 
But  ftrait  a  rumbling  Sound,  like  bellowing  Winds, 
Rofe  and  grew  loud ;  Confus'd  with  Ha^vls  of  Wolves^ 
And  Grunts  of  Bears  ^  and  dreadful^Hifs  of  Snakes ; 
Shreiks  more  than  Humane  5  Globes  of  Hail  pour'd  dowri  i 
An  i4rmed  Winter,  and  Inverted  Day, 

Ar(h,  Dreadful  indeed  ! 

Aar,  Count  then  our  Labour's  loft  : 
For  other  way  lies  none,  to  mount  the  Cliff, 
Unleft  we  borrow  Wings,  and  fail  thro' i4ir. 

Art  hi  Now  I  perceive  a  Danger  worthy  me. 
'Tis  Ofmond\  Work,  a  Band  of  Hell-hiiM  Slaves 
Be  mine -the  Hazard, .  mine  fhaU  be  tlie  Fame, 

Arthur  gotn^  ont^  but  m  met  by  Merlin,  . 
VP  ho  takes  him  by  the  Handy  and  brings  • 
Ijim  back,  '  ' 

'^'^  Entttr 
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Enter  Merlin. 
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MerL  Hold,  Slr^  and  wait  Heav'nstime  5  thMttempts  too 
There's  not  a  Tree  in  that  Inchanted  Grove, 
But  numbred  out,  and  given  by  tale  to  Fiends 
JnA  under  every  Leaf  a  Spirit  couch'd. 
But  by  what  Method  to  diflblve  thefe  Charms, 
Is  yet  unknown  to  mc* 

Arth.WdidS:  thou  been  here,(for  what  can  thwart  thy  Skill?) 
^    Nor  Emmeltnt  had  been  the  boaft  of  Oftva/d  ; 
Nor  I  fore-warn'd,  been  wanting  to  her  Guard. 

'  Con.  Her  darkn'd  Eyes  had  feen  the  Light  of  iicav'n  5; 
That  was  thy  promife  too,  and  this  the  time. 

Mer.  Nor  has  my  ^id  beeu  abfeiit,  tlib'  unfcen, 
With  Friendly  Guides  in  your  benighted  Maze  ; 
Nor  Emmeline  (hall  longer  want  the  Sun. 

Jrth.  Is  there  an  end  of  Woes  ? 

MerL  There  is,  and  fudden. 
!  have  employ'd  a  fubtil  ^iry  Sprigbt 
T'  explore  ihe  paflagc,  and  prepare  my  way. 
My  felf,  mean  time,  will  view  the  Magiek  Wood, 
Td  learn  whereon  depends  its  Force. 

Con.  But  Emntdint  

Mer.  Fear  not :  This  Vial  fhall  rcftore  her  fight. 

Arth,  Oh  might  I  bope  ("and  what's  impoflible 
To  Mtrlin^s  Art)  to  be  my  fclf  the  Bearer, 
That  with  the  Light  of  Heav'n  fhcmay  difcern 
.  Her  Lover  firft. 

Mer.  M  is  wondrous  hazardous  ; 
Yet  I  forefee  th'  Event,  'tis  fortunate. 
I'll  bear  ye  fafe,  and  bring  ye  back  unharm'd :  _ 
Then  lofe  not  precious  Time,  but  follow  me. 

Exeufff  Omnesy  Merlin  kddiffghv\\M. 

Enter  PhilideL    Scene ^  a  Deep  WoocL 

PhiL  I  left  all  fafe  behind  ; 
.For  in  the  hindmofl:  quarter  of  the  Wood,  ' 

former  Lord,  GxvaxOfmondy  walks  the  Round: 

Calk 
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Calls  o\t  the  Names,  and  Schools  the  tardy  Sprigfi^. 
His  Abfence  gives  me  more  feeurity. 
At  every  Walk  I  pais'd,  I  drew  a  Spell, 
So  that  if  any  Fiend,  abhorring  Heav'h, 
There  lets  his  Foot,  it  roots  him  to  the  Ground. 
Now  cou'd  I  but  difcovcr  Emmdine^ 
My  Task  were  fairly  doae.        {Walkif^  donf^  a:nd  Pfy^Hfg^^ 

bctmxt  the  Tree/ J 

Enttr  GrimbaW  making  out :  He  fsisus  philidel,  And 
•  biftds  him  in  a  Chain. 

Qrimb.  O  Rebels  have  I  caught  thee/ 

PhtL  Ah  me  I  What  hard  mifhap  / 

Grimb.  What  juft  Revenge  / 
Thoa  mifcreant  Elf,  thou  Renegado  Scout, 
So  clean,  fb  furbifh'd,  fo  r^new'd  in  White, 
The  Livery  of  our  Foes ;  I  fee  thee  through 
What  mak'ft  thou  here?  Thou  trim  Apoftate,  fpeafe 
Thou  (hak'ft  for  Fear,  I  feel  thy  falfe  Heart  Pant. 

Phil,  Ah  mighty  Grimbaldj 
Who  would  not  Fear,  when  Iciz'd  in  thy  ffrong  Grips; 
But  here  me,  Oh  Renown'd,  Oh  worthy  Fiend, 
The  Favourite  of  our  Cheif. 

Grimb.  Away  with  fuUfome  Flattery, 
The  Food  of  Fools  j  thou  know*ft  where  laft  we  met^ 
When  but  for  thee,  the  Chriftians  had  been  fwallowM  : 
h\  quaking  Bogs,  and  Living  fent  to  Hell.  j 

Phil.  Aye,  then  I  was  feduc'd:  by  Merlin's  Art, 
And  half  perfuaded  by  his ibothing  Tales, 
To  hope  for  Heaven  5  as  if  Eternal  Doom 
Gou'd  be  Reversed,  and  undecreed  for  me:: 
But  I  am  now  fet  R:ight. 

Grimb.  Gh  ftiU  thou  think'fl:  to  fly  a  Fool  to  Markv« 

Phil.  I  fled  from  Merlin,  fret  as  Air  that  bore  me^, 
T'unfold  to  Ofmond  all  his  deep  Defigns. 

Grimb.  T  believe  nothing,  Oh  thou  fond  Impoftor, 
When  wert  thou  laft  in  Hell Ms  not  thy  Name 
Forgot,  and  Blotted  from  th'  Infernal  Roll  ; 
Bii t.  fince.  tlieu^fay 'ft^  thy  Errand  w^;^s  io  Ofmcnd^ , 
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To  Ofmond  fha'lt  thou  go  ;  March,  know  thy  Driver. 

PhtL  Kj7etling.  Oh  fpare  rae  Griml^ald^^nd  Til  be  thy  Slave : 
Tempt  Hermits  for  thee'  in  their  Holy  Cells, 
And  Virgins  in  their  Dreams.  c  - 

GnmL  Canll  thou,  a  Devil,  hope  to  ches^^%^OeviI  ? 
A  Spy 't  why  that's  a  Name  abhorr'd  in  Hell ;  ^ 
Hafte  forward,  forward,  or  Til  Goad  tliee  on, 
With  Iron  Spurrs. 

Phil,  But  u(e  me  kindly  then  : 
Pull  not  fo  hard,  to  hurt  my  Airy'Limbs  • 
1^11  follow  thee  unforced  ;  look,  there's  thy  way. 

Grimb,  Ay,  there's  the  way  indeed  ;  but  for  more  furctjr 
I'll  keep  an  Eye  behind  :  Not  one  Word  more. 
But  follovv  decently.        Grimbald^^/ei  outydraggingV)\\X\dz\* 

Phil,  aftde.  So,  catch  him  Spell. 

QrimL  within.  Oh  help  me,  help  me,  Phjliidi 

PhiL  Why,  What's  the  matter? 

Grimh.  Oh,  I  am  enfiiar'd ; 
Heav'ns  Birdlime  wraps  me  round,  and  glues  my  Wings. 
Lofe  me,  and  I  will  free  thee ; 
Do,  and  Til  be  thy  Slave. 

PhiL  What,  to  a  Spy,  a  Name  abhorr'd  in  H-U  > 

Grimh.  Do  not  in fu It,  Oh,  Oh,  IgrowtoGrou. 
The  Fiery  Net  draws  cloler  on  my  Limbs. 

PhiL  Thou  fhalt  not  havQtheEafe  toCTfein-loifnents:  ' 
Be  Dunib-for  one  half  Hour  s  fo  long  my  Charm 
Can  keep  thee  Silent,  and  there  lie 
Till  Ofmcnd  breaks  thy  Chain. 

Philidel  unwinds  his  orvn  Fetters. 

Efster  to  him}Atx\\a^  with  aVuI  in  his  Hsnd  \  4//^?  Arthur. 

Mtr,  Well  had:  thou  wrought  thy  Safety  with  thy  Wit, 
My  PhU'dtl\  go  Meritorious  on.  , 
Me,  ether  Work  retires,  to  view  the  Wood, 
And  learn  to  make  the  dire  Inchantmcnts  void. 
Mean  time  attend  {^ing  Arthur  \nn\y  Room^ 
Shew  him  his  Love,  and  with  thcfe  Soveraign  Drops, 
Reitore  her  Sight. 

--Exit  Merlin  ^/W/V^  a  Viol  to  Fhilic^el. 

Phil. 
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Phil.  We  mnfiworh^^  t^e  mnji  hajle  ; 
Noon-Tyde  Hour^  is  almofl  paji : 
SprightSy  that  glimmer  in  the  Snrtj 
Into  Shades  already  run. 
Ofmond  nil!  be  here^  anon. 

Et7t€r  Emmcline  and  Matilda,  at  the  far  end  of  the  Woc^d. 

Jrth*  O  yonder,  yonder  fhe's  already  founds 
My  Soul  direds  my  fight,  and  flies  before  it. 
Now,  Gentle  Spirit,  ufe  thy  utmoft  Art ; 
Unfeal  her  Eyes  ;  and  this  wayiead  her  Steps. 

Arthur  vpithdrarvs  behind  the  Scene^ 
Emmeline  and  Matilda  come  forward  to  the  EronU 

Philider^/^/^roW;^^  Emmeline,  ffrinklin^  feme  of  the 
Water  over  her  Ejes^  out  of  the  ViaL 

Phil.       ThiiS^  thm  I  infufe 

Thefe  So'veraign  Dews. 
Fly  bacJ^^  ye  Films^  that  Cloud  her  figbt^ 
Andyoii^  ye  Chryjial  Humours  bright^ 
Jour  'Hoxiows  Vapours  furgd  arvay\ 
%e€ozfer^  and  admit  the  Day. 
ISlorv  cajl  your  Eyes  abroad^  and  fee 

All  but  me. 

Em.  Ha !  What  was  that  >  Who  fpoke  ? 

Mat.  I  heard  the  Voice;  'tis  one  of  Ofmonc^s  Fiendso 

Ew.  Some  blelTed  Angel  fure  ;  I  feel  my  Eyes 
UnftaPd,  they  walk  abroad,  and  a  new  World 
Comes  rufhing  on,  and  ftands  all  gay  before  me. 

Mat.  Oh  Heavens  !  Oh  Joy  of  Joys !  fhe  has  her  fight ! 

Em.  I  am  new-bornj  I  fhall  run  mad  for  Pleafure.  Staring 
Are  Women  fuch  as  thouPStich  Glorious  Creatures?  Mat. 

E         '  '  Artk 
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Arth.  aftde.  Oh  how  I  envy  her,,  to  be  firft  feen  I 

Em.  Stand  farther  ;  let  me  take  my  fill  of  fight.  Looking 

What's  that  above,  that  weakens  my  new  Eyes,  (uf.. 

Makes  me  not  fee,  by  feeing  ? 
Mat,  'TistheSun. 

Em.  The  Sun,  'tis  fure  a  God,  if  that  be  Heav  n: 
Oh,  if  thou  art  a  Creature,  befl  and  faireft, 
How  well  art  thou,  from  Mortals  fb  remote. 
To  fhine,  and  net  to  burn,  by  near  approach  ! 
How  haft  thou  lightened  even  my  very  Soul, 
And  let  in  Knowledge  by  another  fenfe! 
I  gaze  about,  new-born,  to  Day  and  thee ; 
A  Stranger  yet,  an  Infant  of  the  World  ! 
Art  thou  not  pleas'd,  Af4//7^^  f  Why,  like  me,: 
Doft  thou  not  look  and  wonder  ? 

MAt.  For  thefe  Sights 
Are  to  my  Eyes  familiar. 

Em,  That's  my  Joy, 
Not  to  have  feen  before  :  For  Nature  now, 
Comes  all  at  once,  confounding  my  Delight. 
But  ah  1  what  1  hing  am  I  ?    Fain  wou*d  I  know  ; 
Or  am  I  blind,  or  do  I  fee  but  half? 
With  all  my  Care,  and  looking  round  about, 
I  cannot  view  my  Face. 

Mat.  None  fee  themfelves 
But  by  RefleQion  ;  in  this  Giafs  you  may.    Give}  her  aGlafs. 

Emm.taki/ig  \Wh2it*s  this? 
the  Glafs^  a/^dVLt  holds  a  Face  within  it :  Oh  fweet  Face  ; 
hokiifg..         yit  draws  the  Mouth,and  Smiles^and looks  upon 
And  tal/^s5  but  yet  I  cannot  hearic  Speak  :  (P^  i 

The  pretty  thing  is  Dumb.  ^ 

Mjit.  The  pretty  thing 
You  fee  within  the  Glafs,  is  you. 

Emffi.  What,  Am  I  two  ?  Is  this  another  me  ? 
Indeed  it  wears  my  Cloaths,  has  F^ands  like  mine  ; 
And  Mocks  what  e'er  I  do  ;  but  that  Tm  fure 
lam  a  Maid,  Pdfwear  it  were  my  Ghild.        Matilda it;^?/^/. 
Look  my  MatilJa;  We  both  are  in  the  Glafs,, 
Oh,  now  I  know  it  plain  ;  they  are  our  Names 
That  peep  upon  us  there. 

Mai-.  Our  Shadows,  Madm^  Emm, 
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Emm.  Mine  is  a  prettier  Shaddow  far,  then  thine. 
I  Love  it ;  let  me  Kifs  my  to'ther  Self.        KiffiKg  the  Glafs^ 
AlasTve  kifs'd  it  Dead;  the  fine  Thing's  gone  5  (cind  hugging  it. 
Indeed  it  Kifs'd  fo  Cold,  as  if  'twere  Dying. 

Arthur  ^omes  forward  fo/i/jy  {hewing  himfelf  behind  her, 
'lis  here  again. 

Oh  no,  this  Face  is  neither  mine  nor  thine  j 
1  think  the  Glafs  has  Born  another  Child.  She  turns  and 

Ha  !  What  art  thou  with  a  new  kind  of  Face,     (fees  Arthur. 
And  other  Cloatfis,  a  Noble  Creature  too  ; 
taller,  bigger,  fiercer  in  thy  Look  s 
a  Comptrolling  Eye,  Ma jeftick  make  ? 
Mat.  Do  you  not  know  him,  Madam? 
Emm.  Is*t  a  Man? 

ArtL  YeSj  And  the  mofl:  unhappy  of  my  kind^ 
If  you  have  changed  your  Love. 

Emm.  My  deareft  Lord  !  * 
Was  my  Soul  Blind ;  and  couM  not  that  look  but. 
To  know  you,  e're-you  Spoke?  Oh  Counterpart 
Of  our  fbft  Sex  ;  Well  are  ye  made  our  Lords ; 
So  bold,  fo  great,  fb  God-like  arc  ye  form*d. 
How  can  ye  Love  fuch  filly  Things  as  Women  ? 

Arth.  Beauty  like  yours  Commands  ;  and  Man  was  made 
BuL  a  mare  borfterous ;  and  a  ftronger  Slave, 
To  you,  the  beft  Delights  of  human  Kind. 

Emm.  But  are  ye  mine  ?  Is  there  ^n  end  of  War  ? 
Are  all  thofe  Trumpets  Dead  themfelves,  at  laft. 
That  us'd  to  kill  Men  wii  h  their  Thundring  iounds  ? 

Arth,  The  Sum  of  War  is  undecided  yet ; 
And  many  a  breathing  Body  muft  be  Cold, 
Ere  you  are  free, 

Emm.  How  came  ye  hither  then  ? 

Arth.  By  Mtrlin^s  Art,  to  fnatch  a  fhort  liv'd.Blift; 
To  feed  my  Famifh'dLbve  upon  your  Eyes, 
One  Moment,  and  depart. 

Emm,  O  :  :6ment,  worth— 
Whole  Ages  pafl:,  and  all  that  are  to  come 
Let  Love-fick  Ofwald,  new,  .unpitied  mourn  5 
Let  Ofmond  mutter  Charms  to  Sprights  in  vain, 
To  make  me  Love  him  j  all  fliall  not  change  my  Soul, 
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Arth.  Ha/  Does  the  Inchanter  pra£lice  Hell  upon  you? 
Is  he  my  Rival  too? 

Emm.  Yes,  but  1  hate'  him  ; 
For  when  he  fpoke,  through  my  fhut  Eyes  I  faw  him ; 
His  Voice  lookM  ug'y>       breathM  Brimftone  on  me : 
And  then  I  firft  was  glad  ihat  I  was  Blind, 
Not  to  behold  Damnation. 

PhiL  This  time  is  left  me  to  Congratulate 
Your  new-born  Eyes  ;  and  tell  yoawhat  you gain 
By  fight  reftor'd,  and  viewing  hira  you  love. 
Appear,  you  Airy  Forms.  Jiry  Spirits  appear  in  tjjj^ 

(Shapes  of  Men  a^d  Womtfi^ 

Mandngs.  Oh  Sight ^  the  Mother  ofDeftres^ 

What  Charming  ObjeSis  doji  thou  yield  1 
•  'T/V  fxpeet^  wheif  tedious  TsLight  expires^^ 
To  fee  the  Rofte  Morning  guild 

The  Mountain-JopSy  and  paint  the  Field  I 
Snt^  when  Clorinda  comes  in  fght^ 
She  makes  the  Summers  Day  more  bright  j 
And  when  fhe  goes  away^  his  Night. 

Chor.  When  Fair  Clbrinda  comes  in  fight y  Sec 

Wom.&gs.      fweet  tije  BlufBing  Morn  to  ^view^y. 
And  plains  adorn  d  with  Pearly  Dew  ^ 
^Ht  fuch  cheap  Delights  te^  feCy 
Hea'ven  and  TSLaturCy 
Giz^e  each  Creature  j 
Xhey  ha^e  EyeSy  as  tpcU  ds  we. 
Tfjis  is  the  Joy^  all  Joys  aBo^ey 
To  fsey  to  fee^ 
That  only  fhcy 
That  only  fje  we  loz^  l 

tfm  is  the  Jojy^  all  Joys  ahovey 

Mm- 
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Man  fings.  And^  if  we  way  efifco^er^ 

What  Charms  both  Kymph  and  Lcvefy 

^TiSy  when  the  Fair  at  Mercy  lies^ 
With  Kind  and  Amorotps  Angnifh^ 
7o  Sighj  to  Looh^^  to  Languijh^ 

On  each  others  Eyes  I 

Chor.  of  all     2   a  j  r  a  r  o 

-KM    o  xxT       ?  •And  tf  we  way  cfijcover.  6cc. 
Men  &  Worn*  i         ^         y   j  ^ 

Phik  Break  off  y     Mufick ;  for  our  Foes  are  near. 

spirits  vm^.jBi^ 

Enter  Merlin. 

Merl.  My  Soveraign,  we  have  hazarded  too  far ; 
But  Love  excufts  you,  and  prefcience  me. 
Make  hafte  ;  for  Ofmond  is  evan  now  alarm'd^ 
And  greedy  of  Revenge,  is  haflring  home. 

Arth.  Oh  take  my  Love  with  us,  or  leave  me  here.' 

MtrL  1  cannot,  for  fhe  s  held  by  Charms  too  ftrong  :: 
Which,  with  th"*  Inchanted  Grove  muft  be  deftroy'd  \> 
~    Till  when,  my  Art  is  vain :  But  fear  not,  Emmeliney 
Th"  Enchanter  has  no  Pow'r  on  Innocence. 

Ew»tOi4/'/A,Farev/el,Since  we  m.ufl.  part :  When  you  are-gone^, 
ni  look  into  my  Glafs,  jurr  where  you  loolvd  j 
To  find  your  Face  again  ;  . 
if 'tis  not  there,  ril  rhink  on 70U  fo  long, 
My  Heart  fhall  make  your  Pifture  for  my  Eyes. 

Arth,  Where-e'er  I  go,  my  Soul  fhall  ftay  with  thee 
^Tis  but  my  Shadow  that  I  take  away  h 
True  Love  is  never  happy  but  by  halves ; 
An         Sun-fhine,  that  by  ficsappearsj 
ii.finiks  by  Mooienrs,  but  it  mourns  by  Years. 

Rxeura  Arthur  A-^d  ^{^Wn-.M  on^  JSbor>^  , 
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Ofmond  attke  other  Dcor,  rvhogazes  on  EmmeHne, 
and  fhe  on  him. 

Emm.  MdtiUa  fave  me,  from  this  ugly  Thine, 
This  Fee  to  light,  Speak,  doft  thou  know  him:^ 

Mad.  Too  well  ;  'tis  0/7i.W^'s  Friend,  the  great  Magician 

Emm.  It  cannot  be  a  Man,  he's  fo  unlike  the  Man  I  Love.  ' 

Ofm.  afiie.  Death  to  rny  Eyes,  (he  fees! 

Emm.  1  wifh  F  couM  not ;  but  V\\  clofe  my  Sight. 

And  fhut  out  all  I  can  Ir  wo'not  be  • 

Wiijking,  I  fee  thee  ftilJ,  thy  odious  Image' 

Mares  full  into  my  Soul;  and  ther€  infers  the  Room 

My  Arthur  fhou'd  poffefs. 

Ofm.  ajtde.  I  find  too  late. 
That  AJerlin  and  her  Lover  have  been  here. 
If  I  was  fir'd  before,  when  fhe  was  Blind, 
Her  Eyes  dare  Lightning  now,  (he  muft  be  mine. 

Emm.  I  prithee  Dreadful  Thing,  tell  me  thy  Bufinefs  here  h 
And  if  thou  canft,  Reform  that  odious  Face; 
Look  not  fb  Grim  upon  me. 

0/m.  My  Name  is  Ofmond,  and  my  Biifinefs  Love. 

Emm.  Thou  haft  a  griezly  look ;  forbidding  what  thou  askt, 
If  I  durft  tell  thee  fo. 

Ofm.  My  Pent-Houfe  Eye-Brows,  and  my  Shaggy  Beard 
Offend  your  Sight,'  but  thefe  are  Manly  Signs ; 
Faint  White  and  Red,  abufe  your  Expeftations  $ 
Be  Woman    know  your  Sex,  and  Love  full  Pleafures. 

Emm.  Love  from  a  Monfter,  Fiend  ! 

Ofm.  Come  you  muft  Love,  or  you  muft  fuffer  Love  3 
No  Coinefs,  None,  for  I  scm  Mafttr  here. 

Emm.  And  when  did  Ofwald  give  away  his  Power, 
That  thou  prefum'ft  to  Rule  ?  Be  furc  iVl  tell  him  : 
For  as  I  am  his  Prifoner,  he  is  mine. 

0/m.  Why  then  thou  art  a  Captive  to  a  Captive. 

0  er  laboured  with  the  Fight,  oppreft  with  Thirft ; 
That  Ofivald  whom  you  mentioned  call'd  for  Drink : 

1  mixM  a  Sleepy- Potion  in  his  Bowl  ; 
Which  he  and  hisF ool  Friend,  quaff'd  greedily , 
The  happy  Dofe  wrought  the  defir'd  elfea  ; 
Tlicn  to  a  Dungeons  depth,  I  fent  both  Bound: 
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Where  ftowM  with  Snakes  and  Adders  now  they  lodge  ; 
Two  Planks  their  Beds  ;  Slippery  with  Oofeand  Slime  : 
The  Ratts  brufh  o'er  their  Faces  with  their  Tails  3 
And  croaking  Paddocks  crawl  upon  their  Limbs. - 
Since  when  the  Garifon  depends  on  me ; 
Now  know  you  are  my  Slave. 

Matil.  He  ftrikes  a  Horrour  through  my  Blood 
Emm.  I  Freeze,  as  if  his  irnpious  Art  had  fix'd. 
My  Feet  to  Earth; 

Ofm.  But  Love  fhall  thaw  ye. 
ni  fliow  his  force  in  Countries  cak^d  with  Ice,, 
Where  the  pale  Pole-Star  in  the  North  of  Heav*h 
Sits  high,  and  on  the  frory  Winter  broods  ; 
Yet  there  Love  Reigns:  For  proof,  this  Magick  Wandl 
Shall  change  the  Mildnefs  of  fweet  Britains  Clime 
To  Tztlwdj  and  the  fartheft T/^/^^'s  Frofl:  5 
Where  the  proud  God,  difdaining  Winters  Bounds,, 
G'er-Ieaps  the  Fences  of  Eternal  Snow, 
And  with  his  Warmth,  fupplies  th^  diftant  Sun. 

Ofinond  Jirries  the  Ground  with  his  Wand:  The  Seem ^ 
chungts  to  a  Prof pe^  of  Winter  in  Frozen  Countries^. 

Cupid  Defcends. 

Gup.  fings.  What      thou  Genius  of  the  Clime^  what  ho  1 1 
Lyji  thou  afJeep  beneath  thofe  Hills  of  Snow 
^Stretch  out  thy  La^x^y  Limbs  ;  Awake ^  awa\e^ 
And  Winter  from  thy  Furry  Mantle  jhal^. 

Genius  Arifes.^ 

Genius.  What  Tower  art  thau^  who  fram  btlow^\ 
Haft  made  me^ife^  unwillingly^  and  floTPy^ 
From  Beds  of  E<verlafting  Snow  ! 
See'Ji' thou  not  how  fiiff^  and  wondrom  ^kl^^ 
Far  unfit  to  hear  the  bitter  Cold^ 
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1  can  fcarcely  mo've^  or  dratp  my  Breath  i 
Let  me^  let  me^  Freeze  again  to  Death. 

Cupid.   Thow  Dotwg  Fool^  forbear^  forbear  ; 

VVhat^  Dofi  thoH  Vream  of  Freezing  here  ? 
At  Loves  appearing^  all  the  Sl^ie  clearings 

The  Stormy  Winds  their  Fury  /pare : 
Winter  fubdning^  and  Spring  renewing^ 

My  'Beams  create  a  more  Glorious  Year. 
ThoH  Doting  Fool^  forbear^  forbear  ; 
What^  Dofi  thou  Dream  of  Free%ing  here  ? 

Genius.  Great  Love^  I  h^jovp  thee  norv\ 
Eldeft  of  the  Gods  art  Thou  : 
Hea'v'n  and  Earthy  by  Thee  rpere  made. 

Humane  TSLature^  * 

Is  Thy  Creature^ 
E'very  tphere  Thou  art  oheyd. 

Cupid.  No  part  of  my^  Dominion  Jhall  be  wafiey 

To  fpread  my  Srvay^  and  fing  my  ^raife, 
E'v'^n  here  I  will  a  Teople  raife^ 
Of  kind  embracing  Loziers^  and  embracd* 

Cupid  waves  his  WafJ^^  upon  which  the  Scene  opens ^  and 
difcovtrs  a  Profpeci  of  Ice  md  Snow  to  the  end  of  the 
Stage. 

Singers  and  D^znccrs^  Men  and  Womxft,  appears^ 

Man.     See^  fee^  rve  ajjemble^ 
Thy  ^ezfels  to.  hold : 
Though  quivring  mth  Cold^ 
We  Chatter  and  Tremble,  Cupid* 
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Cupid.  ^TU     'tis  ly  ^tis  J,  that  ham  warm  d  ye  i  ' 
In  fpight  of  C0I4  Weather y 
T^e  brought  ye  together : 
'Tiis  ly  *tk  ly  'tis  ly  tkat  have  armd  ye. 
•    _  /'  . 

Chor.  ^Tvs  hove^tis  Love'tk  Love  that  h^  tparmd  usy 
In  [fight  of  Cold  Weather y 
He  brought      together  :  - 
'Tis  Love^  "'tis  Love^  'tis  Love  that  has  armd 

Cupid.  Sound  a  ^arleyy  ye  Fairy  and  fnrrender  y 
Set  yonr  felves^  and  your  Lovers  at  eafe  y 
He^s  a  Grate fkl  Offender 
Who  ^leafnre  dare  fei%e : 
(But  the  Whining  Pretender 
Is  fare  to  difpleafe. 

Since  the  Fruit  of  3ejire  is  poffeffingy 
"Tis  Unmanly  to  Sigh  and  Complain  ; 

When  we  i\neel  for  %edrefjingy 
We  move  your  Difdain  : 

Love  was  made  for  a  ^lejfing^  r  , 

And  not  for  a  Tain. 

A  Dance  j  after  which  the  Singers  and  Dancers  depart^. 

,  Emm.  I  covlA  be  pleas'd  with  any  one  but  thee, 
Whoemertain'd  ray  fight  with  fuch  Gay  Shows, 
As  Men  and  Women  moving  here  and  there  > 
That  Courfing  one  anotlier  in  their  Steps, 
Have  made  their  Feet  a  Tune. 
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Ofmo.  What,  Coying  it  again ! 
No  more  ;  but  make  me  happy  to  my  Guft, 
That  is,  without  your  ftruggliag.  V 

Emm.  From  my  fight, 
Jhou  all  thy  Devils  in  one,  thoii  dar'ft  not  force  me. 

Ofmo.  You  teach  me  well,  I  find  you  wou  d  be  Ravifli'd  y 
Fll  give  you  that  excufe  your  Sex  defiresr 

He  begins  to  lay  hold  on  her^  dnd  they  (Iruggtc. 

Gr  'mh,  tvithifs,  O  help  me,  Mafter,  help  me ! 

Ofme.  Who's  that,  my  Grimhald  !  Comeand  help  thou  me  t 
For  'tis  thy  Work  t  affift  a  Raviflier.. 

Grimb,  mthin.  I  cannot  ftir  ;  I  am  Spell-caught  by  Philidei, 
And  purs'd  within  a  Neti  With  a  huge  heavy  weight  of  Holy 
Laid  on  my  Head,  that  keeps  me  down  from  rifing.  (Words> 

Ofmo.  ril  read  'em  backwards,  and  releafc  thy  Bonds ; 

Mean  time  go  in  :   To  Emmelint. 

Prepare  your  felf,  and  eafe  my  Drudgery  : 

But  if  you  will  not  fairly  be  enjoy'd, 

A  little  honefl:  Force,  is  well  employ^3.  Exit  Ofmnd^ 

Emm.  Heav'n  be  my  Guard,  I  have  no  other  Friend  ! 
Heav'n  ever  prefent  to  thy  Supphants  Aid, 
Protect  and  pity  Innocence  betray'd- 

Exeunt  Emm.eline^^^  Matilda^ 


ACT 
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ACT  IV.   SCENE  I. 


Enter  Ofmoni  SoIh^. 

NOw  I  am  fettled  In  my  Force-full  Sway  5 
Why  then,  Til  be  Luxurious  in  my  Love  ; 
Take  my  fuUGuft,  and  fetting  Forms  afide, 
rii  bid  the  Slave,  that  fires  my  Blood,  lie  down. 

Seems  to  he  gowg  §Jf. 

Enter  Grimbald,  ivho  meets  him. 

Grim.  Not  fo  faft,  Matter,  Danger  threatens  thee : 
There's  a  black  Cloud,  dcfcending  from  above. 
Full  of  Heavens  Venom,  burfting  o'er  thy  Head. 

Ofmo.  Malicious  Fiend,  thou  ly'ft :  For  I  am  fenc'd  " 
By  Millions  of  thy  Fellows,  in  my  Grove  : 
I  bad  thee,  when  I  freed  thee  from  the  Charm, 
Run  fcouting  through  the  Wood,  from  Tree  to  Tree, 
And  look  if  all  my  Devils  were  on  Duty : 
Hadft  thou  performed  thy  Charge,  thou  tardy  Spright, 
Thou  wouldll  have  known  no  Danger  threatn'd  me. 

Grim.  When  did  a  Devil  fail  in  Diligence  ? 
Poor  Mortal,  thou  thy  felf  art  overfeen ; 
1  have  been  there,  and  thence  I  bring  this  News. 
Thy  Fatal  Foe,  great  Arthur,  is  at  hand  ; 
Merlin  has  ta'en  his  time  while  thou  wert  abfent, 
T'  obferve  thy  Charaders,  their  Force,  and  Nature, 
And  Counterwork  thy  Spells.  ^ 

Ofmo.  The  Devil  take  Merit;-:  ; 
V\\  cafl:  'em  all  anew,  and  inft^ntly. 
All  of  another  X -ould  ;  be  thou  ac  hand. 
Their  Comoofition  was,  before,  of  Honor  ; 
Now  rhty  fliall  be  of  Blandifhmenc,  and  Lov  j  j 

F  2  Seducing 
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Seducing  Hopes,  foft  Pity,  tender  Moans : 

Art  (hall  meet  An  ;  and,  when  they  think  to  win. 

The  Fooli  fliall  find  their  Labour  to  begin. 

Exeunt  Ofm.  and  Grimb. 

Enter  i^rthur,  and  Merlin  at  another  Door. 

Scene  of  the  Wood  continues. 

MerL  Thus  far  it  is  permitted  me  to  go ; 
But  all  beyond  this  Spot,  is  fenc'd  with  Charms  > 
I  may  no  more  ;  but  only  with  advice. 

Artk  My  Sword  fhall  do  the  reft. 

Merl,  Remember  well,  that  all  is  but  lUufioa  J 
Go  op  ;  good  Stars  attend  thee. 

Jrth.  Doubt  me  nor.  ♦ 

MerL  Yet  in  prevention 
Of  what  may  come,  Til  leave  my  Thilidel 
To  watch  thy  Steps,  and  with  him  leave  my  Wand  \ 
TTie  touch  of  which,  no  Earthy  Fiend  can  bear, 
in  whate  er  Shape  transform'd,  but  muft  lay  down 
His  borrowed  Figure,  and  confefs  the  Devil. 
Once  more  Farewel,  and  profper.  Exit  Mtrlin^ 

Artk  walking.  No  Danger  yet,  I  fee  no  Walls  of  Fire, 
No  City  of  the  Fiends,  with  Forms  obfcene,. 
7b  grin  from  far,  on  Flaming  Battlements. 
T'his  is  indeed  the  Grove  I  fhou'd  deftroy  ; 
But  whereas  the  Horrour;  ?    Sure  the  Prophet  err^. 
Hark!  Mufick,  and  the  warbling  Notes  of  Birds  5 

SoftMnjtck. 

Hell  entertains  me,  like  fome  welcom  Gueft.  - 

More  Wonders  yet  ;  yet  all  delightful  too, 

A  Silver  Current  to  forbid  my  pafTage, 

-^nd  yet  to  invite  me,  ftands  a  Golden  Bridge : 

Perhaps  a  Trap,  for  my  Unwary  Feet 

7b  fink,  and  whelm  me  underneath  the  Waves  |. 

With  Fire  or  Water,  let  him  wage  his  War, 

Or  all  the  Elements  at  once ;  Til  on. 

As  he  is  going  to  the  Bndge,  Pxo  Syrens  arife  from  tije' 
Water  i.  Zk  )  (bmthemfdvts  to  the  WaJIc,& fwg^. 
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I  Syren.     0  pafs  not  on^  hut  fiay^ 

And  wajie  the  "Joyam  Day 

With  us  in  gentle  Tlay : 
Unbend  to  Le^e^  unbend  thee : 

0  lay  thy  Svpord  aftde^ 

And  other  Arms  -provide  i 
For  other  Wars  attend  thee^ 

And  fweeter  to  be  tryd. 

Chor.  Vor  other  VJars^  &c. 

• 

Both  fing.  Tire?  Daughters  of  this  Aged  Stream  are  we  ; 
And  both  our  Sea-green  Locl^s'have  comFd  for 
Come  Bathe  with  us  an  Hour  gr  tw^y      (thee  y 
Come  l>lahfd  in^  for  we  are  fo 
V^hat  V anger  from  a  Nak^d  Foe  ? 
Come  Bathe  with  us^  come  Bathe^  and  (harey 
What  ^leafures  in  the  Floods  appear  j 
We'/?  beat  the  Vfats^  till  they  bonnd^ 
And  Circle^  round^  around^  aronndy 
And  Circle  ronndy  around. 

Arth.  A  Lazie  Pleafure  trickles  through  my  Veins ; 
Here  cou'd  I  ftay,  and  well  be  Couzen'd  here. 
But  Honour  calls ;  Is  Honour  in  fuch  hafte  ? 
Can  he  not  Bair  at  fuch  a  pleafing  Inn  f 
No  ^  for^the  more  I  look,  the  more  1  long ; 
Farewel,  ye  Fair  lUufions,  I  muft  leave  ye, 
While  1  have  Power  tg  fay,  that  j  muft  leave  ye. 
Farewel,  with  half  my  Soul  I  ftagger  off ; 
How  c^ear  this  flying  Victory  has  coft. 
When,  if  I  ftay  to  (Iruggle,  I  am  loft. 

Jj  hi  i^g'^Ji'-g  f^rward^  Nymphs  a-nd  Sylv^ans  c'>me  rut 
frvrr;  he^^n/^d  rhe  T  tcs^:  Ec;fe  ar^d  tivo  Trebles  fmg 
th^:  M'jtvwi  SvJ(^  to- 1  Minuet.. 
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Da^ce  with  the  Songy  all  with  Branches  in  thdr  Rinds^. 
Song.     Hot^  ha^py  the  Lover^ 
How  eafie  his  Chain^ 
Havp  ^kaftng  his  Tain  ? 
How  frveet  to  difcover  ! 

He  fighs  not  in  'vain. 
For  Love  every  Creature  ^ ' 

Is  formed  by  his  Nature  i 

Joys  are  above 
The  PleafHres  of  Love. 

The  Da^ce  continues  with  the  fame  Meafureflafdal^ne. 

In  vain  are  our  Graces^ 

In  vain  are  your  EyeSj 

If  Love  yoH  defpife  j  . 
When  Jge  furrows  Faces ^ 

^Jis  time  to  be  wife. 
Then  ufe  the  fhttt  Bleffing^ 
That  Flies  in  FoJJ effing  : 
No  Joys  are  above 
The  Tleafures  of  Love. 

Arth.  Jnd  what  are  thefe'Fantaftick  Fairy  Joys, 
To  Love  like  mine  ?   Falfe  Joys,  falf^  Welcomes  all. 
Begone,  ye  Sylvan  Trippers  of  the  Green  5 
Fly  after  Nighr,  and  overtake  the  Moon.      Here  the  Dancers^ 

(Singers  and  Syrens  vaniflf. 
This  sjoodly  Tree  feems  Queen  of  all  the  Grove. 
Z'he  Ringlets  round  her  Trunk  declare  her  guilty 
Of  many  Midnighc-Sabbaths  Revell'd  here. 
Her  will  I  firft  attempt.      Arthur  frikes  at  thz  Tree^  and  cuts 
It ;  Blood  fronts  out  ofit^  a  Groan  foBows,  then  4  Shrtik.  ■ 

Good  Heiv  ns,  what  Monflrous  Prodigies  are  thefe  ! 

Blcod 
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Blood  follows  from  my  blow  >  the  wounded  Rind 
Spoucs  on  my  Sword,  and  Sanguine  dyes  the  Plain. 

He  ftrikes  again :  A  Voice  of  Emmeline  from  hhind^ 

Em.  from  behind.  Forbear,  if  thou  haft  Pity,  ah,  forbear  I 
TTiefe  Groans  proceed  not  from  a  Sencelefs  Plant, 
No  Spouts  of  Blood  run  welling  from  a  Tree. 

Arth  Speak  what  thou  arts  I  charge  thee fpeak thy  Being  ; 
7hou  that  haft  made  my  curdl  d  Blood  run  back, 
My  Heart  heave  up  ;  my  Hair  to  rife  in  Briftlcs> 
And  fcarcely  left  a  Voice  to  ask  tlw  Name. 

Emmaine  breaks  out  of  the  Tree 
/hewing  her  Arm  "Bloody^ 

Emm.  Whom  thou  haft  hurt,  Unkind  and  Cruel  fee ' 
Look  on  this  Blood,  'tilfatal,  ftill,  tome 
To  bear  thy  Wounds,  my  Heart  has  felt 'enifirft. 

Jrth.  'Tis  fhe  ;  Amazement  roots  me  to  the  Grouiil ! 

Emm.  By  cruel  Charms,  dragg'd  from  my  peaceful  Bowei?> 
Fierce  Ofmond  clofsM  me  in  this  bleeding  Bark ; 
And  bid  me  ftand  expos'd  to  the  bleak  Winds, 
And  Winter  Storms  ;  and  Heav'ns  Inclemency^ 
Bound  to  the  Fate  of  this  Hell-haunted  Grove  j 
So  that  whatever  Sword,  or  (bunding  Axe, 
Shali  violate  this  Plant,  muft  pierce  my  Flefb^^ 
And  when  that  falls,  I  dye.  • 

Jrth.  If  this  be  true, 
O  never,  never,  to  be  ended  Charm, 
At  leaft  by  me  s  yet  all  may  be  Illufion. 
Breikup,  ye  thickning  Foggs,  and  rilmy  Mifts>. 
All  char  be-lye  my  Sight,  and  cheat  my  Senfe* 
For  Reafbn  ftill  pronounces,  'tis  not  fhe, 
And  thus  refolv'd—        Lifts  up  his  6\vord^as  going  ta^  firike^ 

Emm,  Do,  ftrike  Birbarian,  ftrike  ; 
And  ftrew  my  mangi'd  Limbs,  with^very  ftroke 
WounH  me,  and  double  Kill  me,  withUakindiierSj. 
That  by  thy  Hand  I  feil. 

Jrth  What  fhall  I  do,  ye  Pov/ers  ? 

EmnL  Lay  down  thy  Vengeful  Sword  5  'tis  fatal  here; 
WhcU  need  of  Arms,  where  no  Defe'i  c  is  made? 
A  Love-Sick  Virgin,  panting  with  iJeHre, 
No  Confcious  lr.ye  t'intrude  on  cvu:  Del-iglits.? 

For 


King  JRTHVR:  Or, 

For  this  thou  haft  ihQSyre/f^s  Songs  defpis'd  ; 
For  this,  thy  Faithful  Paflion  I  Reward ; 
Haftcthen,  to  take  me  longing  to  thy  Arms, 

Jrtfj.  O  Love  1  O  Mer/m !  Whom  fhould  I  believe  ? 

E^m.  Believe  thy  Self,  thy  Youth,  thy  Love,  and  me  ; 
They  only,  they,  who  pleafe  themfelves  are  Wile : 
Difarm  thy  Hand,  that  mine  may  meet  it  bare. 
•  Jrth.  By  thy  leave,  Reafbn,  here  I  throv/  thee  off. 
Thou  load  of  Life:  If  thou  wert  made  for  Souls, 
Then  Souls  ftou'd  have  been  made  without  their  Bodies. 
If,  falling  for  the  firft  Created  Fair, 
Was -^^/4/»'s  Fault,  great  Grandfire  I  forgive  thee, 
Eden  was  loft,  as  all  thy  Sons  vvou'd  loofe  it. 

Gof^g  towards  Emmelinc,  and^uUi^^g  off  his  Gantkt)^^ 

Enter  Philidel  running. 

VhiL  Hold,  poor  deluded  Mortal,  hold  thy  Hand; 
Which  if  thougiv'ft,  is  plighted  to  a  Feind. 
For  Proof,  behold  the  Virtue  of  this  Wand  ; 
T\C  Infernal  Paint  fhall  vanifli  from  her  Face, 
And  Hell  IhallftandReveard.     ^  .  .  . 

StYikts  Emmeline  mth  a.  Wmd^  nho^raight 
df fcends :  Fhilidel  runs  .to  tke  D  JcenP^4n4  • 
fulls  up  Cna\hd\dy  and  binds  htm. 

Now  fee  to  whofe  Embraces  thou  u  ert  falling. 
Behold  the  Maiden  Modefty  of  Qrimbdd^ 
The  groffeft,  earthieft,  uglieft  Fiend  in  Hell. 

Ayth.  Horrour  feizcs  me, 
7b  think  what  Headlong  Ruine  I  have  tempted. 

Phil.  Hafte  to  thy  Work  5  a  Noble  ftroke  or  two  • 
Ends  all  the  Charms,  and  difenchants  the  Grove, 
ril  hold  thy  Miftrefs  bound, 
-/i/-/^.  Then  here's  for  Earned  5 

Strikes  twice  fir  thrice^  and  the  Tree  falls,  or  jinks: 
A  Peal  cf  ThundiT  immediately  J oUorvs  y  with 
dreadful  HjrvliKgs, 

iTis  finilh'd,  and  the  Dusk  thai  yet  remains, 

Is 
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Is  but  the  Native  Horrour  of  the  Wood., 

But  I  muft  lofe  no  time  ;  the  Pafs  is  free$ 

Th'  unroofted  Fiends  have  quitted  this  Abode  5 

On  yon  proud  Towers,  before  the  day  be  done, 

My  glittering  Banners  flialibe  wav'd  againfl:  the  letting  Sun. 

^£jf/>  Arthur* 

PhH.  Come  on  my  furly  ^ave;  come  ftalk  along. 
And  ftamp  a  mad-Mans  pace,  and  drag  thy  Chain. 

Grimb,  TU  Champ  and  Foam  upon't,  till  the  blue  Venom 
Work  upward  to  thy  Hands,  and  looCb  their  hold. 

fhiL  Know'ft  thou  this  powerful  Wand  ;  'tis  lifted  up; 
A  fecond  ftroke  wou'd  (end  thee  to  the  Centre, 
Benum'd  and  Dead,  *  as  far  as  Souls  can  Die. 

Grim,  I  wou'd  thou  woud'fl:,  to  rid  me  of  my  S«nfe : 
I  fhall  be  whoop'd  through  Hell  at  my  return, 
Inglorious  from  the  Mifchief  Idefign'd. 

PhiL  And  therefore  fince  thou  loath'ft  Etherial  tight. 
The  Morning  Sun  (hall  beat  on  thy  black  Brows  > 
The  Breath  thou  draw'ft  fhall  be  of  upper  Air, 
Hoftile  to  thee ;  and.  to  thy  Earthy  make. 
So  light,  fo  thin,  that  thou  fha't  Starve,  for  want 
Of  thy  grofs  Food,  till  gafping  thou  (halt  lie, 
And  blow  it  back,  all  Sooty  to  the  Sky. 

Vsxit  Philidel,  it  Egging  Griml)ald  A(ttr  htm^ 
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ACT  V. 


Enter  Ofmond  as  affrtghttL 

Ofm,/   1  Rimhald  made  Prifoner,  and  my  Grove  dcftrey'd  / 

Now  what  can  fa  ve  me  *  Hark  the  Drums  and 

Trumpets  /  Drums  and  Trum^ts  rviphin, 

Arthur  is  marching  onward  to  the  Fort, 
I  have  but  one  Recourfe,  and  that's  to  Ofpt>dd\ 
But  will  he  Fight  forme,  w^hom  I  have  injured? 
No,  not  for  me,  but  for  himfelf  he  muft  ; 
ril  urge  him  with  the  laft  Neceffity ; 
Better  give  up  my  Miftrels  than  my  Life. 
His  force  is  much  unequal  to  his  Rival ; 

True ;   But  Til  help  him  with  my-  utmoft  Art, 

And  try  t'  unravel  Fate.  ^      Exit  Ofmond. 

Enter  Arthur,  Conon,  Aurelius,  AlbanaQ:,  and  Soldiers^ 

"  Con.  Now  there  remains  but  this  one  Labour  more  > 
And  if  we  have  the  Hearts  of  true  Born  Britains^ 
The  forcing  of  that  Caftle  Crowns  the  Day. 

J'trel.  The  Works  are  weak,  the  Garifon  but  thin, 
Difpirited  w  ich  frequent  Overthrows^ 
Already  wavering  on  their  ill  mann'd  Walls. 

Albjin.  1  hey  fliift  their  places  oft,  and  fculkfrom  War, 
Sure  Signs  o-f  pale  Defpair,  and  eafie  Rout; 
It  fhews  they  place  their  Confidence  in  Magick, 
And  when  their  Devils  fail,  their  Hearts  are  Dead. 

Artb,  Then,  where  you  fee 'em  ckift  ring  moft,  in  Motion; 
And  daggering  in  their  Ranks,  there  prefs  'em  home ; 
For  that's  a  Coward  heap--     ^  How's  thi%  a  Sally  ? 
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Enter  Ofwald,  Guillamar,  rfW  Sojdkrs  en  the  other  fide. 

Beyond  my  Hopes,  to  meet  'em  on  the  fquare. 

0/^r.^^-7Brave  BrttAtns  hold  5  and  thou  their  famous  Chief' 
vAnctng.  J  Attend  what  tS^jct?/?  Ofwald  will  propole. 
He  owns  your  Viftory  ;  but  whether  owing 
To  Valour,  or  to  Fortune,  that  he  doubts. 
If  Arthur  dares  afcribe  it  to  the  firft. 
And  fingrd  from  a  Crowd,  will  tempt  a  Conquefl-, 
This  O/rt'^/i  Offers,  let  our  Troops  retire. 
And  Hand  to  Hand,  let  us  decide  our  Strife: 
This  if  Refused,  bear  Witnefs  Earth  and  Heaven, 
Thou  fteal'ft  a  Crown  and  Miftrefs  undeferv'd. 

Arth.  I'll  not  Ufurp  thy  Title  of  a  Robber, 
Nor  will  upbraid  thee,  that  before  I  proffer 'd 
This  finglc  Combat,  which  thou  didft  avoid; 
So  glad  I  am,  on  any  Terms  to  meet  thee, 
And  not  difcourage  thy  Repenting  fliame. 
As  once  Eneas  my  Fam'd  Anceftor, 
Betwixt  the  Trojan  and  Rutilian  Bands, 
Fought  fo«  Crown,  and  bright  Lav  into!  s  Bed, 
So  will  I  meet  thee,  Hand  to  Hand  oppos'd : 
My  Auguring  Mind,  affures  the  fame  Succefs. 

To  his  Men,  Hence  out  of  view ;  Jf  I  am  Slain,  or  yield, 
Renounce  me  Britairis  for  a  Recreant  Knight, 
And  let  the  Saxon  peacefully  enjoy 
His  former  footing^in  our  famous  I(le- 
To  Ratifie  thefe  Terms,  I  fwear  — — ■ 

Ofw.  You  need  not ;  • 
Your  Honour  is  of  Force,  without  your  Oath. 
I  only  add,  that  if  I  fall,  or  yeild» 
Yours  be  the  Crown,  and  Emmeline^ 

Arth.  That's  two  Crowns. 
No  more ;  we  keep  the  looking  Heavens  and  Sun 
Too  long  in  Expeaation  of  our  Arms. 

Both  Armks  gockar  (iff  the  Stage. 


They  Fight  mth  Sf  tinges  in  their  Bands ,  di^%  in  Blood*, 
After  fomt  equal  Pajfes  and  Qlofdngy  the/  appear  both  - 
Wounded  :  Arthur  Sttimhles  among  the  Trees^  Ofvvald 
falls  over  him^  they  both  Rife  ;  Arthur  Wounds  him  a. 
gairty  then  Ofwald  Retreats,    Enter  Ofinond  from 
among  theTrees^  and  with  his  Wandy  Jlrikes  Arthur^ 
Sword  out  of  his  Hand  ^  and  Exit,     Ofwald  purfues 
Arthur.    Merlin  enttrs^  and  gives  Arthur  his  Swordy, 
and  Exit,  they  clofe^  and  Arthur  in  the  faUy  difarmt 
Ofwald. 

Jrth.  Confefs  thy  felf  o^crGomc,  and' ask  thy  Life. 

Ofxa.  'Tis  not  worth  asking,  when 'tis  in  thy  Power,. 

A/th,  Then  take  it  as  my  Gift. 

Ofwa.  A  wretched  Gift, 
With  lofs  of  Empire,  Liberty,  and  Love. 

A  Confort  of  Trumpets  rvit hin^,  proclaiming  Arthur'^s  Ficlory^ 
rvbik  they  Sound^  -4f  thur  and  Ofwal.  fiem  to  Conf^. 
'Tis  too  much  Bounty  to  a  vanquifhM  Foe ; 
Yet  not  enough  to  make  me  Fortunate. 

^Arth.  Thy  Life,  thy  Liberty,  thy  Honour  SafeJ 
Lead  back  thy  Saxons  to  their  i4ntient  Elb : 
I  wou'd  Reftore  thee  fruitful  Kent^  the  Gift 
Of  Vortjgern  for  H:ngifl\  ill  bouglit  aid. 
But  that  my  Brit-ain\  brock  no  Foreign  Power, 
To  Lord  it  in  a  Land,  Sacred  to  Freedom^ 
And  of  its  Pvights,  Tenacious  to  the  laft: 

Ofa\  Nor  more  then  thou  haft  offered  wou'd  I  talce»- 
E would  Refule  all  Britarn^  held  in  Homage  ; 
Andcwnno  other  Mafters  but  the  Gods.- 

Enier  on  cr.e  fide ;  Merlin,  Emmeline,  and  Matifda,  Conon,, 
Aurelius,  Albanaft,   with  Brit ifh  Soldiers,  bearing 
Kin^  ArthurV  Standard  difpl/ty'^d. 
On  the  other  jiae^  Guillamar  ^Af^Ofmond,  with  Saxon 
,  Solditrs,  dragging  their  Colour  son  the  Qround. 

Art, going  to  j  At  length;  at  length,  I  have  thee  in mf  Arms  ; 
Bp'.fn,  and        Tlio'  buT^Malcv6!ent  Stars  have  ftru^^^ed  hard^ 


ne  "Britijh  Worthy.  4,5 

Emm.  We  are  fo  ficted  for  each  other  Hearts,  ■ 
That  Heav'd.  l^ad  crrV,  in  making  of  a  third. 
To  get  betwi^i^  and  intercept  our  Loves. 

Ofw.  Were  there  but  this,  tWs  only  fight  to  fee,> 
The  price  of  Britaift  fliouM  not  buy  my  ftay. 

MtrL  Take  lienec  that  Monfter  of.  ingratitude, 
Him,  who  betray'd  his  Mafter,  bear  him  hence, 
And  in  fibat  loathfom  Dungeon  plunge  him  deep, 
Where  fie  plung'd  Noble  OfwM. 

Ojm.  That  indeed  is  fitteft  for  mt, 
For  there  I  fhall  be  near  my  Kindred  Fiend?,  (€y 
And  fpare  my  GrMaUs  Pains  to  bear  me  to  'em.    ^  earned 

Mer.  to  Jrth.  For  this  Days  Palm,  and  for  thy  former  Afts, 
Thy  Britain  treed,  and  Foreign  Force  expelPd^ 
Thdfu,  An/jur,  haft  acquirM  a  future  Fame, 
And  of  three  Chriftian  Worthies,  art  the  firft  : 
And  now  at  once,  to  treat  thy  Sight  and  Soul, 
Behold  what  Rouling  Ages  fliali  produce : 
The  Wealth,  the  Loves,  the  Glories  of  our  lUc, 
Which  yet  like  Golden  Oar,  Unripe  in  Beds, 
Expeft  the  Warm  Indulgency  of  Heav'n  . 
To  call  'em  forth  roLight   ,  (umphs  ; 

ToOfw.  Nor  thou,  brave  Saxon  Prince,  dildam  our  Tn- 
Britains  aifd  Saxons  fliall  be  once  one  People  ; 
One  Common  Tongue,  one  Common  Faith  fliall  Dmd 
Our  Jarring  Bands,  in  a  perpetual  Peace. 

Merlin  wa'Ves  his  Wa^d  ;  the  Scene  ch&nges^  and, 
difcovers  the  Britifh  Octan  in  a  Storm,  iix)lus 
ij$  a  Cloud  above  :  Four  Wmds  hang  ing, 

]^o\i\s  ^    Te  Blnji'ring  brethren  of  the  S%s, 
^\ugm%.\whofe  breath  has  rufd  all  theWatry  flaw, 
(Retire,  and  let  Britannia  'Kije^  ' 
hvTrinmfh oer  the  Mmn: 

Serene  and  Calm^  android  of  fcaty 
T^je  Queen  of  Ijlands  mu^^P^ear  : 
Smm  and  CaUn^  \^when^t^  Spring: 
17je:'P^n^0rc^ted'mrld'  b^an^ 


Mi 
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AndSirds  on  Roughs  did  foftly  fxng^ 
T^heir ^ejcefnl  Homage  paid  to  Man, 
While  Eurus  dU  his  ^jfis  forbear ^ 

'     I^  fa'z/our  of  the  Tender  Tear. 

<^etreat.  Rude  U^inds^  ^treat^ 

To  Hollow  1{ocksj  your  Stormy  Seat ; 

There  frvell your  Lungs ^and^vainly ^'vainly  threat, 

Mo\m  dfcends^  and  the  four  W/nds  fly  of  The  Scene  opens, 
^nd  dij covers  4  calm  Sea,  to  the  ,  end  of  the  Houfe.  An 
Ifland  artfes,  to  a  [oft  Tui^e  ;  Britannia  feated  in  the 
Ifland  ,  w  ith  Fijhermen  at  her  Feet ,  &c.  The  Tune 
changes  ^  the  Fijhermen  come  /ijbore,  and  Dance  a  while  ; 
Jfter  n?hich.  Pan  knd  a  Nereide  r(?Awe  on  the  Stage]  and 

Pan  and  NQvcide  Sings, 
(^nnd  thy  Coafts,  Fair  Nymph  ^/Britain,  . 

For  thy  Guard  our  Waters  fiorp': 
Proteus  all  his  Herd  admitting^ 

On  thy  Greens  ta  Gra%e  below.  ^ 
Foreign  Lands  thy  Fifhes  Tajitng, 
Learn  front  thee  Luxurious  Fafling, 

Song  of  three  Parts. 
For  Folded  Flocks,  on  Fruitful  flains, 
Ihe  Shepherds  and  the  Farmers  Gains, 

Fair  Britain  all  the  World  omvyes  ; 
jind  Pan,  as  in  /Arcadia  feigns. 

Where  Pleafure  mixt  with  Profit  lyes. 

T6^//|&  Jafons  Office  was  Fnmd  of  old. 
The  BritilTi  Wool  is  gron>ing  Gold  j 

No 
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tio  Mines  C4n  more  of.yVealth  fuppty: 
It  l^eeps  the  Pea  fan  t  from  the  Cold^ 
And  tal^s  for  Kings  the  Tyrian  Dye. 

The  laft  stanza,  fuag  over  again  betwixt  Pan  and  the  M»« 
teid^.    After  which  the  former  Dance  i^  varied,  and  goes  an*,. 

Enter  Comqs  rvith  thretPenfant^y  mho  fingtht 
f (Mowing  Sojdg  in  Parts, 

Com.  "^7"  Our  Hay  it  is  Moxp'd^^ your  Orn  h  Keafdy. 
•         JL     ^^^^  ^arns  fpilL  be  fully  and  yonr  Ha'vdf, 
Comey  my  BoySy  comty  (^heaj^'d:: 
•    ComQ^  my  "BoySy  comey. 
And  merrily  ^oar  out  Hdrve^  Home  y 
Harzfeji  Home^ 
hlarzfefl  Rome  v 
And  merrily  ^ar  out  f^arveji  Jr^ffmt. 
Chorus.  Comey  my  Boysy  come^  &g. 

I  Man.  yVe  ha^  cheated  the  Varfon^xv  ell  cheat  him  agen^, 
For  why  fhou^d  a  'Bhck^jead  ha  One  in  Ten  ? 
One  in  Ten^ 
One  in  ten 

For  why  fhond  a  ^loch^ead  ha^  One  in  Ten 
Chorus.  One  in  Ten^ 
One  in  Ten 

Fi>r  why  Jhon  d  a  Bhch^jead  hd  One  in  Ten? 

a.      For  Prating  fo  long  It^e  a  BooJ^learnd  Soty 
liU  Pndd'wg  and  Dunrplin  bnrn  to  Pot  i 
^urn  to  Poty 
Burn  to  Pot  '-i 
Till  Pudding  and  Dnmplin  bnrn  to  Pi/f^. 
Chorus*  Burnto  pQty  &c. 
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We  II  to fs  off  0ur  Jle  till  we  canno  jiandj 
And  fioigh  for  the  Honour  of  Old.  Englanii  : 

Old  England, 

Old  England  j 
And  Hoigh  for  the  Honour  of  Old  England. 
Chorus.   Old  England,  &c. 

The  Dmvc€  varfd  into  a  round  Coimfry^t)dncc^ 

Enter  Venus. 

Venus.  Fairejl  Ijle^  all  IJIes  'Excelling^ 

Seat  of  PleafHreSy  and  of  Loaves  ^ 
Venus /^ov,  rvill  chufe  her  Drvelling^ 
And  forfait  her  Cyprian  Grooves. 

2. 

Cupid,  from  his  Favorite  TSLation^ 

Care  and  En'vy  mli  Kemow , 
Jealotifte^  that  poyfons  ^affton^ 

And  Defpair  that  dies  for  Love. 

3- 

Centle  Murmurs^  fweet  Complainings 
Sighs  that  blow  the  Fire  of  Love  j 

Soft  ^epulfes^  l{ind  Difdainings 
Shall  ie  all  the  ^ains  yon  prove. 

Every  Swain  /hall  pay  his  Vuty^ 
Grateful  every  Nymph  jhall  prove  j 

And  its  thcfe  Excel  in  ^cauty^ 

Thofe  Jhall  be  ^nownd  for  Love. 

SONG 
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SONG  by  m.  HOJVE. 

r. 

She.  "'^ILT^Oufay^  ^is  Love  Creates  the  Tain^, 
•  m     Of  "Vohich  fo  fadly  you  Complain 
And  yet  mud  fain  Engage  my  Heart 
In  that  uneafie  cruel  par^  : 

■  Sut  how,  Alas  !  think  you,  that  T, 
Can  bear  the  Wound  of  y\>hich  you  die?/ 

2. 

He.  ^Tis  not  my  T^afEon  mak^s  my  Care, 
^utyour  Indiffrence  gives  Defpair:: 
The  Lujly  Sun  begets  no  Spring, 
Ttli  Gentle  Shorp  rs  Ajfjlance  bring  : 
So  Love  that  Scorches,  and  Dejlroys, 
'Till  KinJnefs  Aids,  can  caufe  nofgys. 

She.  Love  has  aSThoufand  JVays  to  pleafe,^ 
^But  more  to  rob  us  of  our  JBafe  ; 
For  Wakeful  Nights,  and  Careful  T>ays^ 
Some  Hours'  of  ^leafure  hi  repays  ; 

■  But  Ah  fence  foon,  or  fealous  Fears, 
O'erfow  the  f  oys  mth  Floods  of  Tears.  . 
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4.. 

He.,      vain  and  .fenfelefs  Forms  betray 
Harmlefs  Loves  tB  Ofender  made  j 
While  m  no  other  Taim  Qidure, 
Than  thofe^  that  M>e  our  felves  procure  : 
^But  one  foft  Moment  makes  Amends 
For  all  the 'Torment  that  attends. 

5- 

Chorus  of  Both. 

Let  lis  love^  let  us  love^and  to  Hapfmefs  hajle 

Age  and  IVifdom  come  too  fajl : 

Youth  for  Loving  was  de/ignd. 

He  alone.  Til  he  conftant^  you  be  \ind. 

She  alone.  You  be  conjlant^  TU  be  ^nd. 

Both.  Heavn  cojfi  give  no  greater  ^lefjing 

Than  faithful  Love^  and  kind  T^ojjejjing.  • 

After  the  Dialogue,  a  Warlike  Confort  :  The  Scene 
opens  above,  anddifcovers  the  Order  of  the  Garter. 

Efjttr  Honour,  Attended  hy  Her^. 

Mcrl,  Thefe  wJtio  lad  onterM,  are  our  Valiant  Brita  '^ts^ 
Who  fball  by  Sea  and  Land  RepSl  our  Foes. 
Now  look  above,  and  in  Heav'ns  High  Abvfs, 
Behold  what  Fame  attends  thofc  future  H^r6*^s. 
Honour,  who  leads  'em  to  thnt  Steepy  Height^ 
In  her  Immortal  Song,  iliall  tell  the  reft. 

'  .  (Honour 
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(Honour  fings.) 
I. 

Hon.  St.  George,  the  Tatron  of  our  Iflc^ 
A  Soldier^  and  a  Saint^ 
On  that  Jpfyiciom  Order  fmile^ 
Which  Cove  and  Arms  mil  plant, 
1. 

Our  Natives  not  alone  appear 
To  Court  this' Adartiau 'T^ri;>^p. ; 

'^ut.  Foreign  Kings,  Adopted  here, 
'Their  Crori>ns  at  Home  defpife. 

Our  Soveraign  High,  in  Avpeful  State, 

His  Honours  fh all  bejloni)'. 
And  fee  his  Sceptrd  SuhjeUs  rvait 

On  his  Commands  hfflow.  . 

A  full  Chorus  of  the  whole  Song :  After  which  the 
Grand  Dance. 

ArtJy.to  Merl.  Wifely  you  have,  whate'cr  will  plea  ft,  re- 
What  wouM  difpleale,  as  wifely  have  conceal'd  ;  (veal'd, 
Triumphs  of  War  and  Peace,  at  full  ye  fhow, 
iSut  fwif  ly  turn  the  Pages  of  our  Wo. 
Reft  we  conteajted  with  our  prefent  States 
'Tis  Anxious  to  enquire  of  future  Eate. 
That  Race  of  Hero's  is  enough  alone 
tor  all  unfeen  Difafter^  to  atone. 
-  Let  us  make  hafte  betimes  to  Reap*our  fliare, 
And  not  Refign  them  all  the  Praife  of  War. 
But  fetth*  Example  ;  and  their  Souls-Inflame^ 
To. Copy  out  their  Great  Forefather j  Fame. 

^    -  •  .  The 


The  ETILOGV  E: 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  B  r  a  c  e  o  i  r  d  l  e^ 

I Ye  had  to  ^ay  a  Billct-Donx 
From  Fops,  and  Wirs^  and  Cits,  and  Bowftreet-Beaux  5 
Some  from  WhitehaJ,  bntfronfthe  Temple  more  Y 
A  Covent-Gafden  Porter  hough  me  four. 
I  have  not  yet  read  all :  '  Buty  without  feigning, 
fVe  Mafds  can  make  fhrevpd  Ghejfes  at  your  leaning, 
fVi:at  if  to  /hew  your  Styles,  I  read  *em  here  ? 
Me  thinks  I  hear  one  cry.  Oh  Lord,  forbear  : 
No,  Madam,  noj  by  Heavn,  that's  too  fevere. 
mil  then,  befafe—  

^ut  /wear  henceforwards  to  renounce  aU  Writing, 
And  take  this  Solemn  Oath  of  my  Inditing,  * 
As  you  love  Eafe,  and  hate  Campagnes  andFighting. 
7et,  'Faith,  *tis  ju/l  to  make  fome  few  Examfies  z 
lVt:>at  if  I  /hew*d  you  one  or  two  for  Samples  ? 

fnUs  one  out.    Here's  one  defires  my  Lgdi/hif  to  meet 
At  the  l^ind  Pouch  above  in  Bridges-Street. 
Oh  Sharping  Kpave  !  That  woud  have  you  k^ow  whaty 
For  a  Poor  Sneaking  Treat  o/ChocoIat.. 

lulls  out. another.    Now-i  inthe  i^ame  of  Luck^,  Tllhreak.thK  ofeniy 
BecaufelDrearntla/lNightlhadaToken^ 
The-Super/cription  is  exceeding  pretty. 
To  the  Defire  of  all*  the  Town  and  City, 
Nowf  Gallants,  you  mu/i  kiiow,  this  pretiom  Fopi 
Is  Foreman  of  a  Haber da/her s-Shop : 
One  who  devoutly  Cheats  ;  demure  in  Carriage  5 
And  Courts  me  to  the  Holy  Bands  of  Marriage^ 
But  with  d  Gvil^Inuen4o^<?(?, 
My  Overpfm  of  Love  [hall  he,  for  you, 

lifAjds.  *  Madam,  I  fwear  your  Looks  are  fb  Divine^ 

When  I  fet  up,  your  Face  (hall  be  my  Sign  : 
Tho  Times  are  hard  ;  to  (hew  how  I  Adore  you,' 
Here's  my  whol?  Heart,  and  half  a  Guinea  for  you,' 
But  have  a  care  of  Beaux  ;  They're  falfe,  my  Honey  5. 
And  which  is  worfe,  have  not  one  Rag  of  Money. 

See  how' Malicioufly*the  ^pgue  wofild  wrong  ye  j 
JSut  I  know  better  Things  of  fome  among  ye. 
My  wifefl  way  vpifl  be  to  keep  the  Stage,^ 
Ar;d  trufi  to  the  Good' Napre  of  the  Age  ; 
And  he  that  liks.s  tl^  Mufick  and  the  Play, 
Chilli  he  my  Favourite  Galtant  to  D^iy. 


f  t  N  1  s. 
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